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Where Evil's Afloat, 
A Secret Brings Hope. 


Where a World has Gone under, 
Comes Lightning and Thunder. 


What Darkness Divides, 
A cut will unite. 


Ignite the Flame of the Heart, 
For the Future to Start. 
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500 years ago... 

l have lost count of the years — the many, countless years I’ve spent on this dreadful place. The days are 
so dark and dreary, each like the one that came before. It’s always so cold and yet, the air is hot, scorching hot. 
What am | saying? This land has always been like this. It’s been so long since I’ve seen a clear day, if ever. For 
once, let the sky be filled with large, white clouds, and the clear blue beyond be washed in sunshine. Far too long 
l have hoped for cool water to bathe in, warm sunshine to bask in, and air. Oh, how I would love to breathe in 
cool, fresh air. But what do we get? Poison. Voya Nui is where | am. It’s an island, not the paradise that might 
come to your mind. It’s a harsh and desolate place; completely deprived of life, save my few fellow Matoran. This 
land burns and freezes, a never-ending torture. Tourists used to come, but that was a time far, far ago. But 
perhaps it’s for the best, as they wouldn’t have to suffer like us. Our Turaga died many years ago, a time long 
ago that I have forgotten. Everything seems hopeless; | try my best to find food, water, and to help out the 
Matoran, but | never feel like it’s actually doing any good. | wish that for one day... Just one, everything could go 
the way | want... But it never ends that way. The world is cruel and unfair, as Piruk points out sometimes, all the 
time really. | have wasted enough time writing, | need to go scout for water, which | am craving terribly now. 

-Kazi 


The Ko-Matoran placed down his chisel, and stared at the tablet for a moment as he read it 
over. He sighed, still feeling aggrieved for a good thing to happen. But he shouldn’t complain. As he 
knew it would never happen. Stretching, he slowly got up and headed out of his hut, eyes set upon the 
ground as he rubbed the side of his mask with thought. 

“Kazi, come back to Voya Nui!” The voice was clearly noted as Dalu, rushed and persistent to 
the point. Kazi looked at her and made a grumpy puffing noise. 

“But that’s the problem, | don’t want to go back to that terrible place.” 

“Well, quit complaining and make the best of it.” Dalu smiled, and eyes bright. Kazi couldn’t 
resist agreeing, but still these thoughts had often drifted upon the Matoran’s mind. He nodded dryly. 

“Fine, fine... And what’s the situation?” 

“Nothing now...” 

“Dalu, there’s always something happening.” 

She shook her head and started rubbing her hands together. “Nothing yet.” 

“Yet,” Kazi replied. “I’m off to find Garan, know where he is?” 

“Probably at his hut, last time | checked,” Dalu replied. 

“| need to head off, also, heard that some of the Matoran were having some trouble with Rahi, 
they say they’re acting pretty restless.” 

“Who wouldn’t on this place?” 

Kazi grinned. “Oh, try to be a little more encouraging?” 

Dalu rolled her eyes. “Eh, never mind, and bye.” 


Kazi walked down the old road toward Garan’s hut, not many Matoran were out, most were 
trying to search for food, or inside, resting before another hard work hours. It was a sorry sight; the 
place looked like some ghost town, cold, windy, and empty. Kazi tripped over a rock and slightly 
stumbled a few feet. He stopped and looked at the little crooked rock and mumbled something to it. 
Nearing his destination, he noticed the sky was darker, a stormy dark look unlike its usual depressed 
clouds. Big clouds loomed over, and then the cold wind came. Yeah, it just had to get worse, Kazi 
thought. Or maybe a good storm would do us good... 

“Kazi, Kazi!” a voice called from behind, the Ko-Matoran spun around to see Garan running up 
with an old Ta-Matoran. Garan’s expression was full of worriment and alert. Uh oh, Garan has that 
expression again, something bad just happened. Or will soon. 

“What?” 

Garan came up and took a deep breath, “We have a problem.” 

“Oh, like what?” 

“A big one.” 

Kazi stood silent on a large cliff facing out to the ocean, where the waves were hitting hard 
against the cliff, and in the far distance, he could see something; he couldn’t really describe it, but 
something was happening in the clouds. 

“Well, what is that?” Kazi asked in an impatient and sarcastic manner. 

The Matoran with Garan had been known with the weather. He could usually tell before time 
what certain storms were going to happen by the change of the environment. 

“It’s not any normal storm,” he pointed out, “though these storms are pretty common, | think, 
in certain places. Usually, I’d think we’re too down south to get it but...” 

“Just tell me, what in the world is it?” Kazi snapped. 

Garan gave him a rude stare, but the Matoran ignored his pushy attitude. 

“A hurricane.” 

Wind blew harder, and this time Kazi had to put his hand over his eyes, so little rocks and dirt 
wouldn’t get all over him. 

“A what?” 

“It’s a massive storm,” explained the Ta-Matoran. “Its winds are terribly strong, blowing almost 
anything in its path. Not including the hail sometimes and the floods for aftermath.” 

“How did you know about this?” 

“It happened long ago... Though not many remember. And most alive then didn’t survive it.” 

Garan was shocked. “Well, what if it passes us?” 

“That’s a good thing. If it does hit us... We may be in a lot of trouble.” 

“Better safe than sorry,” Kazi said, walking further up the cliff to get a better view at the large 
clouds out in the sea. “We need to get the Matoran to a safe area.” 

“There will be no safe place,” replied the aged Ta-Matoran. “It will go right over this island. 
Sometimes hurricanes are not that bad, sometimes they are very fatal.” 

Kazi sighed and turned around, looking back at the village. “Then let’s at least try to do the best 
we can.” 


Well, a hurricane is coming. A vicious and deadly storm, of what my friend has told me, it brings great worriment. 
But maybe the Great Spirit will be kind... But they never really have? | (and the other Matoran) feel so on my 
own, oh | wish, just wish, we had a great mighty Toa to come to our aid; | bet they know what to do. But until 
then, we have our own plans to stick with. Garan said it would be wise to move the village east, as we ‘guessed’ 
that would be the less likely place to hit with a strong force. | was thinking of staying in some caves while the 
storm passes, but Garan said we’d be get risked in a cave-in. So right now | am completely lost... | guess writing 
this won't help the Matoran any better, so why do | keep wasting my time with this? 

-Kazi 


Later that day, Kazi and Garan explained the problem to the rest of the Matoran, to the degree they 
became worried. But they lived such hard lives; they really didn’t understand how bad this could be. 

“We are going further east, where it should be safer,” Garan called out. 

“Safer?” a Matoran retorted, snorting. “There’s no safe place to go, a hurricane will swipe all 
over the island!” 

Kazi grimaced. “We WILL travel east unless you want to die. There are caves in that direction, 
hopefully, that can help us out during the storm.” 

Everyone became silent, trying to think of a comeback or struggling to decide if it was wise. 
Finally, Dalu stepped out of the crowd, and nodded at Kazi. “I will come with you.” 

She then looked back at the others. “We must work together, help each other, we must have 
unity! That is how we will survive this and more times in the future. We need each other.” 

Not but a few moments after, Dalu’s short but strong words brought everyone to see the point. 
And finally, in everyone’s eyes, nods and even a few cheers, they were ready. 

Kazi was no doubt happy about all of this, and then continued, “Then let’s hop to it, get what we 
need and we'll leave as soon as possible.” 

The Matoran gave a hopeful look, but you could tell they really didn’t want to go. But with that, 
they ran off to prepare. The Ko-Matoran took a deep breath, jumped off the large rock he was standing 
on with Garan, and headed down to see Dalu waiting. 

“Thanks for that help,” Kazi said, smiling at Dalu. 

“Oh, it’s no big deal, just need to throw them some strong and encouraging words... 
sometimes.” 

“Surprising for you,” Kazi replied teasingly. “Now let’s get ready...” 

It was raining now, and the winds were getting stronger. It was strange how in one moment it 
was silent and peaceful (or as peaceful as Voya Nui got), the next a nightmare; the clouds were as dark 
as night, and thunder shook the ground at a surprising force. Though worst of all was the wind, you 
could just tell in not long it could start blowing down trees and making a mess. How powerful the 
mighty air could be at times. 

The Voya Nui Matoran had been walking nonstop it seemed; they were so close to their 
destination, but it still seemed so far away. They had to start traveling over rocky areas now, which was 
a good sign of nearing the caves. A little while later, they saw the large caved areas: they seemed strong 
enough to keep the Matoran safe, and if there was a cave in, were there not plenty of Matoran to dig 
their way out? 

Kazi was helping some of the Matoran up the steep ledge, when Piruk ran up; he looked 
worried, and kept scratching his weapons together and looking around, as if he was searching for 
someone. 

The Ko-Matoran jumped down beside his friend and looked him into the eye, “What’s the 
problem?” 

“Err. Oh, nothing...” 

“Tell me.” 

Piruk took a deep breath. “But...” 

“Now!” 

“Okay, okay! Goodness, keep your mask on,” Piruk replied with the wave of his hand. “Don’t 
get mad at me please, | told her not to...” 

“Told who?” 

“Umm, Dalu. She wanted to see the hurricane and she said she would meet us back as soon as 
anything went wrong.” 

Kazi stared at him for the longest time; he couldn’t blame Piruk, and once Dalu was focused on 
something, you couldn’t get her to change her mind. 

“I’m going after her,” Kazi finally said. 

“What? You can’t go alone, let me go, it was my fault for not telling anyone.” 


“No, | can’t get anyone else getting hurt. Go tell Garan what | am doing... After | leave.” 

Piruk nodded. “Okay, hurry, the storm is already looking bad here...” 

Kazi ran faster than he could ever imagine; his eyes were expressed with panic, where was Dalu? 
She couldn’t have gone too far, and was she really this insane? Thoughts ran through his mind over and 
over, wondering if she... or even he would make it out of this mess. 

Getting out of a charred area in the woods, up ahead on a small cliff looking out to the massive 
sea (and the storm), stood Dalu, her eyes wide with wonder. Kazi gasped and ran over, in a second he 
had grabbed her arm and was about to pull her off the cliff and back to safer land. But Dalu’s fast 
reflexes caught the Ko-Matoran off guard. 

“Oh Kazi, you scared me!” she cracked in an impulsive manner, then looked and him with a 
weak smile. “I was following you and | got...” 

“Distracted?” Kazi snapped. “Dalu, what in the world are you doing? We have to get back to the 
others.” 

“But look at it, can anything be so large... mighty and scary? How can something like that just 
appear out of nowhere?” 

“Questions can be thought of after it’s over,” Kazi replied. “Please, we need to —” 

Suddenly, thunder boomed, making the two Matoran fall to the ground. And a large surge of 
wind roared through the air. Kazi, who had covered his face, now looked up to see a tree, swiveled a 
few times, then a crack. 

“DALU!” 

Kazi yelled as loud as possible through the storm. The female Matoran looked up slowly to see 
the tree, and with a startled shriek, tried to get up in time to move out of the way. But the wind was 
blowing too hard for her to move out of the way. With what little strength he had left, he pushed 
himself up, grabbed her hand, and yanked her out of the way. Dalu grabbed onto him, but that was not 
enough; the tree fell, and the force shook the ground. The impact made the Matoran fall a few feet away 
from where they were standing. And that was on the edge of the large overhang. 

Kazi desperately tried to hold on to the ground, but the wind blew harder and something hit his 
face; he let go and felt himself slowly floating, then with terrifying jolt, he started to fall at great speed 
toward the seemingly bottomless fall. He could faintly see the rocks, and the deadly cold sea; was this 
the end? Had this been his fate? He closed his eyes waiting for everything to turn black... 

A faded red and silver figure set the knocked out Matoran behind a large rock not far from 
where he had fallen; sooner or later, he knew Dalu would find the Ko-Matoran, and hopefully, they 
would find safety, but Axonn would be ready to help at any time. 


A cool drip of water splattered against his face, then again it happened. Kazi weakly opened his eyes; 
everything around him was blurry. Where was he? Was he in some other land beyond life? Finally 
everything became clear, he was laying in some mossy part of the woods; it was still faintly dark, but 
through trees he could see light. 

“You’re up!” a voice called out. Kazi turned to see the overjoyed expression of Dalu. She ran 
over and hugged him. 

“Oh, thank the spirits you’re awake!” she cried. “It’s amazing how you escaped that; | thought 
you were dead.” 

“|... | don’t remember how | saved myself from that fall,” Kazi stammered with shock, “l 
thought you did...” 

She shook her head. “No... But don’t worry about it, okay? You’re alive, and that’s all that 
matters, just take as a... gift from Mata Nui.” 

Kazi took it by logic, which was there was no way that he was saved simply by ‘magic.’ Someone 
saved him... 

“Come on,” she said. “If you’re up to it, I’d like to find the other Matoran and head back to 
village; the hurricane is well over, besides some rain and cloudy skies.” 


“What time is it?” Kazi questioned, as he stood up. 

“Little past noon I think, it recently just stopped storming. But come!” 

Well, they met up with the rest of the Matoran and Garan halfway there. Garan was really glad 
to see the two were well, and he said that all went fine. 

“Scary, but we lived,” Garan said. “Let’s just hope that doesn’t happen again.” 

After that, they continued back down to the village, worried what had happened. 

Silence was the first thing that had come to mind when Kazi saw the place. Rooftops were 
blown off, trees had fallen over many of the houses, and some were beyond repair. Not only that, but 
the place flooded horribly. 

“Well, at least we have water,” Piruk said quietly. 

“It'll dry up too fast before we will be able to get water,” Kazi sighed. “Oh this is hopeless.” 

He sat down on the nearest rock, and put his hands on his mask. “Why did this have to 
happen... Why did any of this have to happen? Why couldn’t we have lived a normal life with a Turaga, 
watchful Toa, and living in some wonderful place? Were we here just to be laughed at by the Great 
Spirit?!” he yelled out, looking at the sky, anger and a mix of sadness in them. 

Dalu walked over to him, and looked at him. “But we have something special, something that 
will always help us through this troubled mess.” 

“Oh?” Kazi said, looking at her with a weary expression. 

“Hope,” she said, “that in the future we will be free of this curse, that tomorrow will bring more 
hope as we walk on, with our heads up high; let us not be troubled or down by this, for that is what 
despair wants.” 

She bent down and looked at him with a smile. “That all the Matoran will have love and 
friendship, to the bitter or brighter end. There will always be good, no matter how evil the world, and 
there will always be light, no matter how dark it may seem.” 

Kazi was shocked by Dalu’s wise words; he never knew she could do such a wonderful speech. 

“Come on,” she said, holding out a hand. “Let’s start helping the others rebuild.” 


The hurricane is over... It wasn’t as bad, but still caused a lot of damage, and all of the Matoran are rebuilding 
our village, maybe even better than before. The hurricane brought lots of death and despair. But as Dalu said, 
there will always be hope shining somewhere, and it will always be lit if there are Matoran, Toa, and many more 
in this world that will let it shine, and believe in it. Love, Friendship and Hope... | guess it’s just another way of 
saying... Unity, Duty and Destiny. 

-Kazi 


Six powerful figures stood on the shore of the once-great city of Metru Nui. They were the Toa 
Nuva, heroes whose power and skill had defeated the darkness and allowed the Matoran to return to the 
place that had once been their home. 

All around them, Matoran were hard at work rebuilding the city. It had been damaged centuries 
ago by a massive earthquake and then overrun by Rahi beasts. Most of Metru Nui was in poor shape, some 
of it completely ruined. 

The Toa Nuva and Takanuva, Toa of Light, had spent most of the past few weeks assisting in this 
effort. Now they had been called away by Turaga Vakama and Turaga Nuju for a private conference. From 
their expressions, the Toa could tell they were not about to hear good news. 

Vakama led the Toa to an isolated spot where Turaga Dume was waiting for them. Dume had 
been living in Metru Nui, waiting for the Matoran to return, for over a thousand years. He looked at the 
Toa Nuva with undisguised desperation in his eyes. 

“My friends, | do not know how to say this,” he began. “One thousand years ago, the Great Spirit 
Mata Nui was struck down by treachery and cast into a deep sleep. It is said that you Toa Nuva are 
destined to one day awaken Mata Nui and restore light and peace to the universe.” 

Tahu Nuva frowned. They knew all this already. Bringing the Matoran back to Metru Nui had been 
the first step toward awakening the Great Spirit. 

“| have studied the stars, few and dim as they now are,” Dume continued, gesturing toward the 
darkened sky. It was true that few points of light could be seen, and those that were visible had hardly any 
glow. “I have consulted with Turaga Nuju, who was once a talented interpreter of the messages to be 
read in the heavens. He agrees with my findings.” 

“Which are?” Kopaka Nuva asked, impatience creeping into his voice. 

“Mata Nui is not merely asleep,” Dume said quietly. “My friends, Mata Nui is dying.” 

After the initial shock and disbelief had passed, the Toa Nuva insisted on seeing the proof of 
Dume’s claim. He and Nuju showed them how the passages of the stars, and their diminishment in 
brightness and number, spoke of an end to all things. In the time that had passed since Mata Nui first fell 
into slumber, the Great Spirit’s hold on life had gradually grown weaker. If action was not taken, he would 
die, and all hope for the universe would be lost. 

“What can we do?” asked Gali Nuva, Toa of Water. “With all our power, there must be some 
way we can save Mata Nui.” 

“And so there is,” said Dume. “There is a great Kanohi Mask of Power — the Mask of Life — hidden 
far from here. That mask is the key to saving the life of Mata Nui. You must travel to an island that should 
not exist, but does, to find this treasure.” 

“And when we have found it?” said Onua Nuva, Toa of Earth. “Then what?” 

“It is our belief — our hope — that once you have the mask, the Great Spirit will find a way to tell 
you what to do next,” said Turaga Vakama. 


Tahu Nuva nodded. “This doesn’t sound very hard, not compared to some of the things we have 
already done. We travel to this island, find this mask —” 

“And quick-save the universe,” finished Lewa Nuva brightly. “Just like past-old times!” 

Turaga Dume shook his head. “Do not take this task lightly, Toa Nuva. The stars are there for all 
to see, including those with evil intent. There are some who would not weep at Mata Nui’s passing... and 
others who simply wish to possess the awesome power of that mask. If they should reach its hiding place 
before you...” 

Tahu turned to Gali. “Tell Takanuva: We must leave at once.” 

“No!” snapped Dume. The others looked at him, startled. “Takanuva must stay here.” 

Kopaka wheeled on the Turaga. “I don’t understand. You tell us that this mission is vital, and then 
subtract one-seventh of our power. Why?” 

“Metru Nui must be defended in your absence,” Dume explained. “The stars say that it is 
Takanuva’s destiny to remain here and guard the Matoran.” 


“| have to stay?” asked the Toa of Light in disbelief. “The others may need me. | should be with them!” 
“You are needed here,” said Turaga Vakama. “The time will come when your power may be all 
that stands between us and the darkness. On that day, you must be prepared to act. Until then, your place 
is in Metru Nui with us.” 
“All right, | will stay,” promised Takanuva. “But the others — do you think they will be all right?” 
Vakama pondered for a long moment before answering. Then he said simply: “No, Takanuva. No, 
| do not.” 


The Island of Voya Nui 

The small armored figure walked purposefully across the rocky landscape. His eyes scanned the 
ground and the steep slopes on either side, searching for the slightest sign of moisture. It was a ritual he 
repeated every day without fail, but one that grew more frustrating each time. 

There is precious little water left, Garan thought as he studied the bone-dry terrain. When the lake 
fully recedes, | don’t know what we will do. Only the green belt near the coast remains lush, and none but the 
Great Spirit knows why. 

In the distance, the volcano rumbled and spewed red-hot lava into the air. The ground trembled 
beneath his feet, but Garan had long since learned to keep his balance. A Matoran villager on the island of 
Voya Nui quickly mastered the art of dealing with eruptions, tremors, and drought, or he did not last long. 

He stopped at what looked to be a likely spot. Crossing his twin tools, he fired a pulse bolt at the 
ground. It blasted through the rock, gaining strength as it traveled, until it dissipated about six feet down. 
A little puddle of stagnant water rested at the bottom of the hole. 

Garan sighed and looked out at the ocean in the distance. So much water, and none that we can 
drink. If only — 

His eyes caught sight of something bobbing in the surf far below. It gleamed in the bright sunlight... 
it looked like a canister of some kind. As Garan watched, it struck the ice ring that surrounded the island 
and ground to a halt. 

The lid of the canister rotated with a hiss and then fell off, sliding across the ice and back into the 
water. Part of Garan wanted to run down to the shore to see what was inside, but he restrained himself. 
He crouched behind a boulder and watched carefully. 

After a moment, a figure emerged from the canister. He was strong and lean, clad in snow-white 
armor that was lined with spikes. Long, muscular legs ended in two-toed feet that effortlessly gripped the 
ice. Strangest of all was the face, with eyes that glowed red and a smile that could best be described as 
savage. The figure paused and looked around with seeming satisfaction, then began walking down the path 
that led to the Matoran settlement. 

Garan peered around the rock to keep the being in sight. The armored figure didn’t look like 
anything he had seen before, but there was no mistaking the aura of power that surrounded him. It seemed 
impossible, but there was only one thing this new arrival could be — a Toa! 

The white figure stopped suddenly. A Visorak was watching him from behind some nearby scrub, 
and evidently the Toa had detected it. Casually, as if he ran into such things every day, the Toa waved a 
hand in the Visorak’s direction. The scrub suddenly came to life, its thick branches wrapping around the 
spider creature and squeezing tight. It did not let go until the Visorak had collapsed, its only movement an 
occasional twitch. At that point, the plant went back to being just a plant. 


Garan was awestruck. With powers like that, this new Toa would be able to solve all of Voya 
Nui’s problems in no time. He smiled happily, confident that the Matoran’s old way of life would soon be 
just a memory. 


Reidak waited impatiently inside his canister. He had felt it wash up on the shore minutes ago. Zaktan had 
stated that Matoran would be sure to come investigate, and when they did, he was to open the canister 
and declare that he was the Toa of Earth. 

This, Reidak decided, sounded all too much like some of Zaktan’s other plans. They always tended 
to be overcomplicated and too subtle for Reidak. After all, he wasn’t a Toa — he was an ex-Dark Hunter 
and now a Piraka. He didn’t even look like a Toa. All the Toa he had ever met were small and weak and 
usually died much too quickly. He preferred opponents with more longevity. 

l have had enough of this, he grumbled to himself. | have heard only sea birds landing on this canister. 
If the Matoran will not find me, | will find them, much to their regret. 

Shrugging his powerful shoulders, Reidak tore his way out of the metal canister. Brushing scraps 
of iron off of himself, he stalked inland. 


Balta had come upon an opened canister while scouting for food. He had no idea what it might be. Perhaps 
Matoran from some other village had received the messages they had been throwing into the ocean and 
sent supplies? He knew that this was highly unlikely. 

His doubts were quickly confirmed. The canister was empty. But there were footprints trailing 
away toward the settlement. Balta decided that food could wait. This was a mystery, after all, and Voya 
Nui could use a little mystery. 

He caught up with the red-armored newcomer about an hour later. The first thing he noticed was 
the stranger’s smile — at least, he thought that was supposed to be a smile. There was something about it 
that reminded him of a predator’s grin... just before it pounced on prey. 

Balta took a few cautious steps and called out, “Hello?” 

The stranger turned around. He hesitated a moment before speaking, as if he were sizing up the 
Matoran. Then he said, “Do you know who | am?” 

Balta shook his head. 

“Well, you will,” the newcomer assured him. “I am Toa Hakann. Someday, stories will be told 
about this day, when the Toa came to Voya Nui. Legends will be crafted that will live on long after you 
are gone, Matoran.” 

Balta wasn’t sure what to say to that, and the being who called himself a Toa wasn’t waiting for 
his response. Instead, he was pointing to a herd of Rahi beasts who were grazing on the near-barren rock. 

“What are those?” 

“Kikanalo,” Balta answered. “They eat plants, when they can find them. They are very big and 
powerful, and their stampedes are frightening... but they’re mostly harmless.” 

Hakann smiled. Then he stared hard at the Kikanalo for a few seconds. Crimson bolts of energy 
erupted from his forehead and struck the Rahi, completely obliterating them. All that was left was a few 
wisps of smoke. 

“And now,” Hakann said, satisfied, “they are not even that.” 

“Why — why did you do that?” Balta sputtered, stunned. “They were no threat to anyone!” 

“They were blocking my view,” Hakann replied casually. “I believe it’s time for you to take me to 
your village? After all, we have legends to create, don’t we?” 

Balta couldn’t give any answer but yes — after all, who could deny a Toa what he wanted? But he 
couldn’t help looking back at the charred earth where once some of the mightiest of Rahi had stood. 


Piruk ran for his life. 
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Flashes of memory intruded on his panic, goading him to run even faster. He had been walking 
along the beach. He had spotted a canister. It had opened up and someone... something... had come out 
of it. 

It was clad in green armor, and at first Piruk thought it must be a Toa, or some other powerful 
entity come to help Voya Nui. But the newcomer had regarded him coldly, like he was a rockworm ready 
for dissection. When the figure spoke, it sounded like many voices hastily joined into one. Worst of all, 
his body seemed to be shifting, as if it was not a cohesive whole but a random collection of parts constantly 
changing position. Terrified, Piruk fled. 

Unfortunately, he just wasn’t fast enough. He could hear something following him, but it wasn’t 
the sound of someone running in pursuit. It was more like a low hum that grew louder and louder all the 
time. 

A cloud passed over him, and for a moment, he could not see. Then suddenly the green figure 
was standing in front of him, holding out an armored hand. 

“Do not... be afraid,” the stranger hissed. “Toa Zaktan. Here to help.” 

Piruk didn’t believe this for a minute. He had never met a Toa in person, but he had heard plenty 
about them. None of the tales spoke of anything even remotely like this strange being. Toa were 
courageous, heroic, and reassuring figures. And this thing could give a lava eel nightmares, Piruk thought to 
himself. 

“All right. lm not afraid,” he lied. “But, um, we really don’t need any help. Everything’s fine here. 
Maybe you could find some other island to protect? Please?” 

Zaktan shook his head. The movement produced a strange rustling noise, almost like dry leaves 
caught in a gust of wind. “Toa Zaktan,” the figure repeated. “Here to help.” 

Piruk looked into the eyes of the stranger. There was no warmth or regard there. 

“Then stay here,” Piruk said. “Stay right here, and... and don’t move. | will go find some other 
Matoran who would know how you could help. Okay?” 

Before Zaktan could answer, Piruk took off for the settlement. This time, he didn’t hear the hum 
behind him, just the sounds of his feet hitting the ground and the breath exploding from his lungs. He 
wouldn’t slow down until he reached home. 


Avak scowled as he hauled the canister up onto the icy beach. Vezok was supposed to have been here to 
help, but he was nowhere to be found. As usual, he was off somewhere pursuing his own plans and ignoring 
the needs of the team. 

This is the most important job, he reminded himself. Far more vital than fooling a handful of Matoran 
into thinking we’re Toa, because | doubt we will fool them for long. No, the crystal inside this canister is the key to 
everything. 

Avak paused. He was absolutely certain of the truth of what he had just said, but one thing still 
bothered him. He wasn’t sure why he was so certain. The others were too consumed with finding the 
treasure here to pay any attention to questions or doubts. Avak was different. He knew to listen to his 
inner voices. 

That is why | will still be alive, with the treasure, when the others are no more, he thought, tapping his 
head with an armored finger. Because of what I have up here. 


Vezok waded toward shore. His canister had developed a leak halfway to Voya Nui, and when he tried to 
open it, he found that it was welded shut. Fortunately, he had enough raw strength to punch his way out. 
That didn’t change the fact that one of his teammates had tried to make sure he was lost at sea. It wasn’t 
hard to guess who. 

Cunning. Devious. Insane, he said to himself. Hakann. Has to be. 

He didn’t give in to rage or bellow threats. Instead, he calmly made his way through the water, 
his eyes fixed on the volcano erupting on the island up ahead. He idly wondered if the Matoran had any 
idea what was hidden on their little piece of rock. 


Probably not, he decided. But they will help us find it just the same. And once we do, we will plan our 
next steps — after, of course, | have twisted Hakann’s head so far around he can stare himself in the eye. 
The thought brought his first smile of the day. 


Turaga Dume led the Toa Nuva and the other Turaga down a musty, narrow tunnel beneath the 
surface of Metru Nui. 

“Where are we going?” asked Tahu Nuva. 

“Patience,” Dume replied. 

Gali Nuva smiled. Asking Tahu to have patience was like asking a raging fire to please not be so 
very hot. The Toa Nuva of Fire started to say something back, but Turaga Vakama shook his head no. 

Whenua looked around. They were already well beneath the ruins of the Archives, the 
maintenance tunnels, and anyplace else any Matoran had ever been. If we keep going like this, we are going 
to come out on the other side of the world, he said to himself. 

Turaga Dume ducked his head to walk through a low entrance. The Toa Nuva had to get down 
on their bellies and crawl through the same opening. 

“How did you ever seek-find this place?” asked Lewa Nuva, Toa of Air. “And why?” 

“| didn’t spend the last thousand years playing with puzzle stones or making a dictionary of chute 
speak, Lewa,” Dume replied. “I spent it preparing for your eventual return.” 

“All this for us?” asked Lewa, glancing at the rough-hewn, damp rock walls that seemed to close 
in on them. “You shouldn’t have. Really.” 

“Enough,” said Dume. “We're here.” 

The Toa Nuva crawled out of the tunnel and got to their feet. “Here” turned out to be a massive 
chamber that was obviously not a natural structure. It was almost a perfect sphere, with the entrances to 
six passageways on the far wall. The chamber was dominated by a pool of liquid protodermis in the center, 
but what attracted the Toa’s attention was what was floating in the center of that pool. 

Six cylinders bobbed in the water, small red lights flashing on their sides. They looked almost 
exactly like the cylinders that had first brought the Toa to the island of Mata Nui. How they had wound 
up in them or ended up in the waters around the island was still unclear. But they now knew that they 
had spent perhaps a thousand years floating in the ocean in those canisters before finally being summoned 
to the island. 

“Oh, no,” said Pohatu Nuva, taking a step backward. “I’m not getting into one of those things 
again. | remember what happened the last time... Well, | don’t remember, really, but I’m not up for 
sleeping another thousand years.” 

“What is this place?” Kopaka Nuva asked, ignoring the Toa of Stone. “Is this where we came from 
originally on our journey above?” 

“Not here,” said Dume. “But perhaps someplace very much like it.” 

“That makes no sense,” said Onua. “I recall the legend — we were said to have fallen to Mata Nui 
from the heavens.” 

Dume nodded and smiled. “Indeed. And if you were shot into the sky over your island, only to 
plunge back down into the ocean... you would have fallen from the heavens, would you not?” 
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Onua frowned. Once again, everything he had thought he knew about his past had been turned 
on its head. He hated when that happened. 

“Why have you brought us here?” Gali Nuva asked. “What is the point of showing us this?” 

It was Turaga Vakama who answered. “The island that hides the Mask of Life is located up above, 
in the same ocean in which Mata Nui floats. It is many kio south of our former home, so far away that 
none of us ever suspected its existence.” 

“The journey overland and by water to reach it would be dangerous, most likely fatal,” Turaga 
Nokama added. “We believe these canisters are the only safe way for you to reach your destination.” 

“And what is our destination?” asked Kopaka Nuva. “What is this remote place that conceals a 
Kanohi mask of such power?” 

“The stars call it Voya Nui,” said Turaga Dume. “But they have another name for it as well: ‘the 
daggers of Death.’ | fear the second name may be more accurate.” 

“Well, there is one good thing,” said the Toa Nuva of Air. “With a happy-cheer name like that, | 
doubt the place is very crowded.” 


Balta crouched on a rock, watching Avak work. The brown figure had been mining minerals all day and 
then cleaving them together with one solid strike of his tool. Balta had no idea what he was making, but 
the process was certainly interesting. 

“Is that some kind of new machine?” he asked finally. “Something to help us find water?” 

“Right. That’s just what it is,’ Avak answered without looking up. “Once this is done, you won’t 
have to worry about water, or anything else, anymore.” 

Balta hopped down from the boulder and peered closer at Avak’s handiwork. “What’s that do?” 
he asked, pointing to an unfamiliar component. “And what’s that? How do those two pieces join together? 
Is that the only color that piece comes in? | think it would look better in a different shade of gray.” 

The Matoran wasn’t quite sure just what happened next. One second, everything was normal, and 
the next he was inside a cell made of some sort of clear, metallic substance. He could see out, but when 
he tried to speak, no sound escaped his mouth. 

“Matoran should be seen, and not heard,” Avak growled. “And even ‘seen’ is debatable.” 

Without another word, he went back to his work, ignoring the muted cries of the Matoran. 


The white-armored figure, who called himself Thok, had spent much of the day testing his powers. While 
Garan tried to get some information on where he had come from and why, Thok busied himself bringing 
rocks and trees to a semblance of life and making them battle each other. 

“How did you know we needed help?” asked Garan, hoping he wasn’t being too annoying. 

“Im a Toa, aren’t I?” Thok replied. “Knowing things is part of my job, along with imposing my idea 
of peace and order on others and unleashing elemental powers on anyone who disagrees with me.” He 
paused, then quickly added, “More knowing things, though. Now it’s your turn. Why are you here? What 
keeps Matoran on such a barren rock?” 

“This is my home,” Garan answered. “A thousand years ago or so, we were part of a much larger 
landmass. Then there was a quake, an explosion, and our portion of the continent broke loose and 
rocketed upward. Many good friends died that day. Those of us who survived were determined to make 
a life here in their memory.” 

“Very noble. Very moving,” Thok said quietly. “And, of course, | don’t believe a word.” 

Garan was too shocked to reply. Thok continued, “There are only two good reasons for you to 
have stayed on Voya Nui all this time, scratching and clawing for bare existence: One, you’re too cowardly 
to try to escape; or two... you’re hiding something. There’s a treasure on this island and you don’t want 
to leave it behind. That’s the truth, little Matoran, isn’t it?” 

“No!” cried Garan. “Treasure? On this island? You’ve been reading the wrong legends.” 

Thok’s eyes narrowed and his smile turned into a snarl. Garan took a step back. “I’m sorry, but if 
there was a treasure here, | would know, wouldn’t |?” 


“Yes,” said Thok, leaning in close. “You would know. That is exactly the point.” 

The Matoran decided to change the subject. “What kind of a Kanohi mask do you wear, Toa 
Thok? | have never seen one, um, shaped quite like that.” 

The armored figure smiled. “I am not wearing a mask.” 

“Oh,” said Garan, confused. “I thought all Toa wore Kanohi masks.” 

Thok’s chilling grin grew broader. “Now why would | ever want to cover up this face?” 


Dalu walked purposefully down the shore. Up ahead, Vezok sat cross-legged on the rocks, gazing up at a 
tall, skeletal tree. She hated to disturb him when he was apparently deep in meditation, but there were 
many things she needed to ask. As a Toa of Water, he would certainly have the inner strength and sense 
of balance to be able to help her. 

“Im sorry to intrude, Toa Vezok,” Dalu began. “But | need some advice. You see, | have a terrible 
temper... Garan says | erupt worse than the volcano. | don’t know that | am that bad, although | did get 
a little irritated last week and smash a rock wall... with my head... still, that’s no reason to —” 

Vezok held up a hand. “Be still. The others fear your anger, but you should not. If they are too 
weak to stand up to you, then that means you are meant to command them. Seize control from your 
Turaga. Take over the island. Then come see me when you’re done.” 

Dalu thought her ears were playing tricks on her: She expected Vezok to counsel contemplation 
and reasoned discussion, not a grab for power. What kind of a Toa was he? 

“Well, we don’t have a Turaga,” she replied. “He was killed when the island was blown loose of 
the mainland. We just look after ourselves.” 

“Good,” Vezok said, never taking his eyes off the tree. “Turaga are always getting underfoot, 
anyway. | remember one | met a long time ago. | wanted to do something. He kept saying no. We ended 
up having a discussion about personal destiny.” 

“What happened?” 

Vezok glanced at her and bared his teeth in a wolfish grin. “Turned out he didn’t have as much 
time to achieve his as he thought.” 

That was enough for Dalu, who began to back up the way she had come. Maybe she and Garan 
were not the best of friends all the time, but he had to be made aware of this. She wasn’t sure if all the 
legends she had heard about Toa were just wrong, or if these particular Toa had simply gone mad on their 
journey to Voya Nui. But something was chilling her, and it wasn’t the ocean breeze coming across the 
ice. 

“Well, thanks for the advice,” she said hurriedly. “I'll certainly think about it.” 

“| have one more piece of advice for you, Matoran,” Vezok said. “You and your friends really 
shouldn’t go wandering around this dangerous island, asking strangers a lot of questions and worrying 
about things that don’t concern you.” 

His eyes glowed red for the briefest of instants. Something slammed into Dalu, knocking her off 
her feet. She hit the ground hard, the breath driven from her lungs. 

Vezok rose and started walking away. “You might get hurt.” 


Life had changed on Voya Nui, and Garan was not at all sure what to make of it. 

In the days since Thok, Reidak, Hakann, Zaktan, Avak, and Vezok had arrived, they had 
transformed the island to their liking with the help of the Matoran. Two teams of villagers, led by Dalu 
and Kazi, had been put to work drilling holes in the side of the volcano to allow the lava to flow out. Piruk 
and Balta were overseeing teams assigned to dig vast reservoirs to collect the lava. None of this made 
much sense to Garan. Voya Nui’s problem was a lack of water, and they could not drink molten lava or 
the rock it hardened into. 

The strangest project of all was Velika’s. His group of Matoran had been put to work building a 
massive structure in the center of the island under the supervision of Toa Avak. They had already been 
informed that, once it was completed, no Matoran would ever be allowed to enter. 

The whole situation disturbed Garan greatly. Since arriving, the Toa had done nothing toward 
alleviating the drought or aiding in the defense against dangerous Rahi. They had either ignored requests 
for help on various matters or else postponed dealing with them indefinitely. While they had not done 
any harm to a Matoran, so far as he knew, they had also shown no patience with slow or clumsy workers. 
Some Toa, like Zaktan, seemed to want to avoid the Matoran as much as possible. 

“This is not how Toa should behave,” Garan muttered to himself. 

“And you, of course, are an expert on that.” 

Garan jumped at the sound of the voice behind him. He turned to see Hakann standing there, a 
nasty smile plastered on his face. 

“You have seen Toa in a crisis before,” Hakann continued, his tone smooth and dangerous. “You 
know just how they should handle matters.” 

“No, that’s not what | —” 

Hakann grabbed Garan by the throat and lifted him into the air, still smiling all the while. “Why 
don’t you do your job, Matoran, and let us do ours? Hmmmm?” 

He gently put Garan on his shoulder. The Matoran wanted desperately to jump off, but he feared 
what would happen if he did. “Now, over there, we will build the temple,” said Hakann, pointing to a 
rocky peak. “I think that will be just about perfect.” 

The area Hakann indicated was one of the few inland areas of the island that supported any 
vegetation. A thick bed of flowering plants somehow managed to survive the hostile terrain and flourish, 
much to the delight of the Rahi who came there to feed. 

“Of course, we will have to be rid of all that shrubbery,” Hakann said. His eyes glowed a bright 
red and a second later the plant life was ablaze. Garan felt his heart sink. 

“Now it is ready for the temple,” Hakann announced, satisfied. 

“A temple? A temple dedicated to what?” 

“To the three things that matter most in my life,” Hakann answered solemnly. “The three things 
| consider first before taking any action.” 
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Garan had no idea what he might be referring to, but decided to give the Toa the benefit of the 
doubt. “Unity, duty, and destiny?” he suggested, naming the three virtues that guided Matoran life. 
“No, no,” Hakann laughed. “Me, myself, and I.” 


Metru Nui had been abandoned for many centuries, and it looked it. Wreckage from the earthquake a 
millennium ago was still strewn everywhere, and it had to be cleared before the Matoran could begin work 
rebuilding their city. 

Jaller had been leading these efforts in Ta-Metru for some days. He had grown accustomed to the 
sight of Turaga Vakama and Turaga Dume watching over the work, while Tahu Nuva used his flame power 
to melt rubble into slag. Now, though, both the Turaga and the Toa Nuva were conspicuous by their 
absence. The rumor was that this was the case all over the city. 

Puzzled and worried, Jaller had traveled to Ko-Metru to see if anyone there had heard anything. 
He was surprised to spot Matoro hard at work overseeing the repair of a Knowledge Tower. As Turaga 
Nuju’s aide and translator, Matoro was always with the elders. 

Jaller wasted no time. “Where are they?” 

“Who?” said Matoro, not taking his eyes off his task. 

“The Turaga. The Toa Nuva. No one has seen them today, and whenever they vanish like that, it 
means trouble is coming. Now where are they, and why aren’t you with them, Matoro?” 

The Ko-Matoran turned to his friend. Jaller recognized the look in his eyes. It meant Matoro had 
learned something at one of the Turaga councils and was forbidden to speak of it. “If | tell you what | 
know, | will violate my oath,” Matoro said. “If | tell you | know nothing, | will be lying to my friend. You 
can imagine how enthusiastic | am about having this choice to make. I’m sorry, Jaller, | can’t give you an 
answer.” 

Jaller patted Matoro on the shoulder. “All right. But in this case, old friend, not giving an answer 
is giving an answer. There is danger the Toa must face — and whatever they confront inevitably comes 
after us, too. | need to find out what’s going on.” 

Matoro shrugged. “I can’t imagine who you can ask.” 

Jaller smiled and gestured toward the coast with his crafter’s tool. “Oh, | do. You like riddles, 
Matoro... try this one. What’s white and gold and can’t keep a secret to save his life?” 


“Takanuva!” 

The Toa of Light turned to see Jaller approaching him. The Ta-Matoran was riding Pewku, the 
Ussal crab that had once been Takanuva’s pet. After becoming a Toa, Takanuva had given Pewku to his 
best friend. 

“Jaller! | thought you would be busy rebuilding the Great Furnace one brick at a time or polishing 
the Archives,” the Toa of Light chuckled. “Instead you’re not working and you’re here... and...,” 
Takanuva’s smile faded. “This can’t be good, can it?” 

“No, but it can be quick,” said the Ta-Matoran. “Where are the Toa Nuva?” 

Takanuva thought for a long time. Then he said, “All right, | guess you should know. In fact, | know 
you should. We just got finished hearing all the secrets of the Turaga’s past, and now they are keeping 
Matoran in the dark again. | won’t stand for that.” 

Jaller reached out and shook the hand of the Toa of Light. “Then let’s go tell them together.” 


Garan sat alone on a rocky peak that afforded an excellent view of the entire island. He had been 
wandering around, troubled, since his encounter with Hakann. It now seemed the Matoran needed help 
to save them from the Toa, he thought bleakly. 

He spotted Dalu climbing up the slope. He knew instantly that something was very wrong, for he 
had never before seen her looking afraid. 

“We have to talk,” she said as she reached the summit. “And | hope it’s not already too late.” 
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Avak gently tapped two pieces of metal into place, then stood back to admire his work. From bits and 
pieces salvaged from the canisters, he had constructed a handheld tool that would give the Piraka complete 
mastery of this island. Now, he just had to make five more, one for each of — 

Or do I? he suddenly thought. Zaktan might say he wants everyone equipped, but what can he really do 
about it if | say no? 

Then he remembered a night long ago, an island far to the south, and a Toa of Plasma who didn’t 
beg quite loud enough or share quite enough information. Zaktan had dragged the Toa off. Less than two 
minutes later, the Piraka leader returned alone. When Avak went to check on the situation, all he could 
find of the Toa were bits of armor, a mask that looked half-devoured, and puddles of something Avak 
preferred not to try and identify. 

Five more, he decided abruptly. Sure. | can do that. 

He glanced to the west. The Matoran had already finished building the stronghold. He and Vezok 
had successfully installed the crystal collection sphere under Zaktan’s watchful eye. It hadn’t been easy to 
get the Matoran to work diligently on something that had no connection to the problems they were having 
here, but the suggestion that there were far worse jobs — for example, polishing the ice ring around the 
island by hand — seemed to spur them on. 

Avak turned back to his work just in time to see a Matoran scurrying away. He thought it might 
be Velika, although he really couldn’t be bothered to keep their names straight. What was the Matoran 
up to? Spying? 

That would present a problem. If he told Zaktan the Matoran were getting suspicious, the Piraka 
leader would want them all eliminated. That would mean no labor force, and therefore a lot more work 
for the other Piraka. 

No, better | should just handle this myself, he decided. Maybe a quick swim in the lava will teach our 
curious friend to mind his own business. 

Avak rose and started after the Matoran, trying to decide whether “medium” would be enough 
to teach Velika his mistake, or if he should go right for “well done.” He never saw Garan and Kazi emerge 
from the rocks, grab the tool he had just completed, and run off with it. 

The rebellion had begun. 


Takanuva and Jaller emerged from the tunnel to see the seven Turaga standing alone. There was 
no sign of the Toa Nuva, only six empty cradles where once the canisters had rested. 

“Where?” asked Jaller. 

“Someplace far too dangerous for any Matoran to go,” Turaga Dume answered. “This is a matter 
for Toa.” 

Jaller threw his crafter’s tool on the ground in anger. “That’s not good enough!” 

“Jaller!” Vakama exclaimed, shocked. 

“We are not little Rahi that need to be looked after,” the Ta-Matoran said quietly. “We fought 
the Rahi, the Bohrok, and the Bohrok Va. We stood up to the Rahkshi — | died in that struggle! The 
Matoran need your guidance and your wisdom, but not to be coddled, protected... or lied to.” 

An uncomfortable silence followed. Takanuva looked down at the floor. Vakama glanced at Dume, 
who looked furious. Jaller looked from one Turaga to another, waiting for one of them to start talking. 
When none of them did, he kicked his tool, sending it skidding across the stone to stop at Dume’s feet. 

“All right. When you are ready to treat the Matoran with respect, let us know. Until then, no one 
is doing any more work. Metru Nui was in ruins for a thousand years... another thousand won’t hurt.” 

Jaller turned and departed, leaving behind eight very disturbed figures. 


“What is it?” Kazi asked. 

Velika and Balta carefully examined the tool stolen from Avak. It was obviously meant to be carried 
or perhaps latched on to the arm. Balta had already identified what looked like a launching apparatus, but 
there did not seem to be anything to shoot. 

“| don’t think this is for building, or to help us find water,” said Garan. 

“What if they find out we took it?” Piruk asked, anxiously. He was in no hurry to run into Zaktan 
again. 

“Dalu is outside watching the approach to the cave,” Balta assured him. “If she sees one of them 
coming, she will let us know.” He turned to Velika. “What do you think?” 

“When the Kanohi dragon roars, do not look for the stone rat,” the Po-Matoran replied. The 
others waited for him to explain just what that saying meant, but Velika added nothing. 

“| hate it when he does that,” said Kazi. 

“It’s obvious,” said Garan impatiently. “If you hear one Rahi, don’t expect a different one to appear. 
If the signs all point one way, then don’t expect the truth to be something else.” 

“Oh. That clears everything up,” Kazi said sarcastically. 

“It’s not a tool, not like the kind we use,” Garan explained. “It’s a weapon. The question is: What 
do they need it for? Who is there here to fight?” 

Balta hesitated a moment, before saying quietly, “Us?” 

“But... but they’re Toa!” Piruk insisted. 
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“Are they?” asked Garan. “I’m not so sure. Not sure at all.” 


Dalu spotted Avak heading for the cave. She crossed her tools and felt a surge of energy go through them. 
The next instant, Avak was rocketing forward at super-speed. Unprepared for the sudden acceleration, 
he stumbled and flew headlong into a pile of rocks. 

Dalu separated the tools and took a deep breath. Each time she used her equipment to 
temporarily enhance someone else’s attributes, it drained some of her own energy. She knew what would 
result if she used the tools too often in a short span of time: unconsciousness and probably death. But she 
had already decided she would risk whatever she had to in order to keep Avak from finding the others. 

Avak had shaken off the impact and gotten to his feet, leaning on a boulder for support. Dalu sent 
another jolt of power to him, this time aimed at enhancing his strength. The boulder suddenly crumbled 
to pieces before his might and Avak almost fell again. Frustrated, he kicked out at the rock pile, his blow 
turning a thousand pounds of rock into a cloud of dust. 

Dalu fought the wave of dizziness that washed over her. She had one more thing to try — a more 
potent attack than the others, but its use almost guaranteed she would collapse from the power drain. 
Hopefully, it would be enough to convince Avak to turn back. 

She crossed her tools for a third time. This jolt of power targeted Avak’s hearing, enhancing it 
well beyond normal levels. He stopped dead as his mind was suddenly assailed by every noise on the island. 
He could hear the breathing of every living thing, every rock being struck by a tool, every Rahi’s cry, the 
sizzle of lava, even every pebble that scraped against another. It was overwhelming, maddening. 

Then, as suddenly as it had begun, it was over. He staggered forward a few steps, then stopped 
and turned around. Someone or something was doing this to him, of that he had no doubt, but he was in 
no condition to search for it. Let Reidak do it, he thought. That’s what the big mass of muscle is for, after all. 

He started back down the path, never knowing that his opponent was a Ga-Matoran who now lay 
among the rocks, as still as death. 


“So, what do we do?” asked Kazi. “We're Matoran. Theyre To- whatever it is they are. Vezok bites 
boulders in half for fun. Hakann keeps turning Rahi into piles of ash. Reidak slipped and fell 200 bio, 
smashed into the ice ring headfirst, and all it did was make him irritable. | can’t say | like our chances.” 

Garan nodded. “Maybe not. But we need to know what’s going on here. We need someone to 
get close to that stronghold they had us build. Avak and Vezok have been moving equipment in there for 
days. Someone has to go in there, someone they won’t look twice at...” 

As one, they turned and looked at Piruk. 

After several minutes of whispered argument, they convinced the Le-Matoran to take the job. 
Garan sent Balta out to find Dalu and tell her the meeting was over and that they were heading back to 
the settlement. When he returned, Balta’s expression was grim. 

“You all better come,” he said. “I’ve never seen her this bad.” 


Zaktan stood in the vast collection chamber. The vaulted room was bare save for a huge crystal sphere in 
the center. As the emerald-hued being watched, green and black smoke slowly began to fill the sphere. 
His eyes glowed as the smoke became denser and more viscous, bolts of electricity crackling in the midst 
of its substance. 

The others believe all this equipment is just another tool to be used in obtaining the Mask of Life, Zaktan 
thought. They have no concept of what it is really for, nor will they until it is far too late. 

“Soon,” he whispered in a multitude of voices. “When the gathering is complete and the mask has 
been found...” 

In a heavily shadowed corner, Piruk listened, paralyzed with fear. Slipping into the building past 
Reidak had been bad enough. Finding this horror inside was enough to make him want to turn around and 
tell Garan to do his own information gathering. 

“Life from death,” the armored figure breathed. “Death from life.” 
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And me a long way from here, Piruk decided, edging toward the exit. He had made it halfway there 
when the door suddenly burst open and Hakann and Avak marched into the room. Zaktan whirled at the 
unexpected interruption. 

“You were not summoned!” he hissed. 

“The Matoran are getting restless,” Hakann replied. “If you weren’t spending all your time in here, 
you would know that. Then again, if you were spending time with them, they would have skipped ‘restless’ 
and gone straight to ‘panic.’ You don’t exactly inspire warm feeling.” 

“One of the zamor launchers was stolen,” Avak broke in. “When I tried to track it down, | was 
attacked by —” 

“By a Matoran,” Hakann said, smiling. “Great and powerful Avak was beaten by a Matoran. What 
would our old friends among the Dark Hunters say about that?” 

“They’re going to be reciting your eulogy if you don’t shut up,” Avak growled. “Zaktan, this plan 
is not going to work. And if they catch on, we will have hundreds of angry Matoran swarming all around 
like insects...” 

Zaktan shot him an icy look. Avak immediately realized what he had said wrong. Zaktan’s body 
was an aggregate of trillions of microscopic creatures called protodites, each containing a portion of his 
consciousness. This gave him unusual powers, but it also created an aura so alien that not even his allies 
liked being around him. The protodites shifted position in waves, causing his body to be in constant motion, 
a sight that was nauseating if one looked long enough. 

“The plan is not at fault,” said Zaktan. “The failure is yours. You were supposed to act like Toa so 
the Matoran would not suspect the truth.” 

“Well, we’re not Toa!” Avak snapped. “We're Piraka. Thieves, killers, and, once we have the Mask 
of Life, rulers. The Toa couldn’t stop us, the Dark Hunters couldn’t keep us in line, and maybe the days 
of taking orders from you are over, too.” 

Piruk had to stifle a gasp. Garan had been right. The island was under the control of six brutal 
maniacs who thought of Matoran as insects. They were searching for this “Mask of Life,” whatever that 
might be, and somehow he doubted they would leave peacefully once they had it. 

His worrying was interrupted by an angry hum that filled the chamber. Zaktan’s right arm had 
extended toward Avak, and a swarm of protodites now engulfed the brown Piraka. Normally, the 
creatures were too small to be seen by the naked eye, but in the trillions they made up a greenish mass 
that writhed like a tentacle. Avak hit the floor and rolled as the swarm flew into his eyes. Hakann made 
no move to help, just stood by and watched as if it were all staged for his entertainment. 

Avak fought a growing sense of horror. The protodites didn’t sting, but their sheer numbers 
threatened to suffocate him. He opened his mouth to scream, only to have the tiny creatures swarm into 
it. A cloud of green threatened to be the last thing he would ever see. 

Hakann glanced at Zaktan. “When you’re quite finished?” 

Zaktan gave no sign he had heard, but withdrew the protodites back to him. They slowly coalesced 
back into his right arm, although Hakann guessed it was with some reluctance. These days, Zaktan so 
rarely let them out to play. 

Avak remained on the floor, coughing. Zaktan walked over and nudged him with his foot. “Next 
time, | will not be so merciful,” the green Piraka said flatly. 

“You can take your ‘mercy’ and —” Avak began, ready to spring to the attack. 

Hakann stepped in between them before a fight could break out. “What Avak means is that he is 
grateful for your understanding. He spoke out of turn and deeply regrets it. Don’t you, Avak?” 

When Avak didn’t answer, Hakann snapped his foot back and kicked the brown Piraka in the side. 
“Don’t you, Avak?” he repeated. 

“Yes,” Avak spat. “I’m starting to regret a lot of things.” 

Hakann turned his attention back to Zaktan. “The Matoran think they have reason to fear us. | 
suggest we give them something to really be afraid of.” 


As Zaktan smiled his approval, Piruk slipped out of the chamber. The Matoran had to be warned 
that everything they had gone through up to now had been a game of slides and shadows compared to 
what was about to take place. 

If only there were Toa here, he thought as he slipped past Reidak. Real Toa. But who am I kidding? 
Even if there were any coming, by the time they get here... they'll only be in time to bury us. 


Two dozen Matoran labored in the hot afternoon sun. For days now, they had been digging 
channels to allow the lava to flow from the volcano into vast reservoirs. It was hard and confusing work. 
They couldn’t understand why the Toa would want the lava drained from inside the mountain. Some of 
the wittier Matoran started calling their daily chore “lava farming.” 

“How much longer are we going to have to do this?” asked one. 

“Until there’s no more lava left?” suggested his companion. “Or they think of some other silly 
thing for us to do?” 

The laughter of the two was cut off by a strange, rumbling sound from deep within the volcano. 
The workers looked at each other with terrified eyes. If the mountain erupted now, they would never be 
able to get away in time. They stared up at the crater, waiting for the plumes of smoke and ash that would 
herald their deaths. 

None came, though the sound grew louder. Then something emerged from inside the volcano, 
but far from what they were expecting. It crawled from inside the mountain, its body wreathed in smoke, 
ash, and flame. It straddled the mouth of the volcano as it rose to its full height, towering over the Matoran 
and regarding them with eyes of flame. 

The giant easily stood 30 feet tall. Its body was equal parts stone and lava, with the solid stone 
continually melting and reforming. It was something beyond any Matoran’s experience, a figure not even 
found in legend. With a single stride, it would snuff out their lives as if blowing out weakly flickering 
candles. 

“l wondered when you were going to show up, monster!” 

The Matoran turned to see that the words had come from Hakann. He was charging up the slope 
with Avak at his side, both of them ready for battle. The creature opened its mouth and exhaled a jet of 
flame, but Hakann seemed to shrug it off. He hurled spheres of molten magma at the giant, melting its 
substance faster than it could recreate it. Angered, it raised its fist, threatening to smash the Matoran into 
the ground. 

Avak shot forward, slamming into the villagers and shoving them out of the way just before the 
devastating blow landed. Tremors shook the mountain, and cracks shattered the integrity of the lava 
channels. But none of that mattered to the Matoran just then. 

“You saved us,” one said to Avak, awe in his voice. 

“Don’t get used to it,” the armored figure replied. 

Hakann continued to advance up the mountain, hurling lava and mental bolts at the monster. 
Amazingly, the giant actually seemed to be giving way. Avak joined his partner, using his pickaxe to tear 
great chunks of rock out of the creature. Howling with pain, it finally withdrew back into the volcano, 
where even Hakann could not follow. 
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Silence descended. One by one, the shaken Matoran got back to their feet. They looked around 
anxiously, half expecting the creature to suddenly burst out of the rock beneath their feet. But only Hakann 
and Avak remained. 

“Remember this day, Matoran,” Hakann shouted. “If it had not been for us — the Toa of Voya Nui 
— you would be nothing but ash now. We ask for no reward for our services, only your loyalty and your 
obedience.” 

None of the Matoran responded. Avak hurriedly whispered something to Hakann. 

“In a short time, Toa Zaktan will reveal a new substance that will ease your burdens and erase 
your worries,” the red Piraka continued. “This will mark the dawn of a new day on Voya Nui. We hope 
and expect that you will embrace the great opportunity we are giving you, and will turn a deaf ear to any 
who might want to turn you against us.” 

The Matoran looked at each other, puzzled. Who would challenge Toa? Especially after they had 
just proved their heroism by defeating such a frightening beast? 

“Depend on us! Listen to us! Obey us!” Hakann bellowed. “And all will be right in your little 
world!” 

A lone Matoran began to clap. Then all the rest joined in, until the canyon echoed with resounding 
cheers. 


On a peak overlooking the action, Garan and Balta watched. They were not cheering. 

“Nothing like that ever appeared on Voya Nui before our ‘guests’ came,” Garan said, “and I’ve 
never heard of Toa demanding obedience before. How about you?” 

Balta didn’t reply. His thoughts were with Dalu, who was slowly recovering back in the cave. He 
knew Velika was keeping watch over her, but he would have felt better if he were there himself. 

“They’re leaving,” Garan said, pointing to Hakann and Avak. “We should follow.” 

The two Matoran made their way as rapidly as they could over the treacherous slopes. 
Fortunately, their quarry seemed to be in no hurry. Once well away from the volcano, the two “Toa” 
stopped, unaware that they were being spied on from the rocks above. 

“You overdid it,” said Avak. 

“They needed a grand event,” Hakann replied. “I gave them one.” 

“Next time, tell me when you are going to make the creature slam his fist down. | almost didn’t 
dodge in time.” 

“No one told you to dive underneath it, you imbecile.” 

“And if | hadn’t, your ‘grand event’ would have played out for dead witnesses,” Avak snapped. 
“The point was to keep them alive so they could spread the word about their heroes, remember?” 

Hakann sighed. “Someday, | will figure out why our elemental powers only work in combination. 
Oh, lava spheres are all right in their place, but they are nothing compared to what | can do when with 
another Piraka. Think what | could do with the power of pure flame at my command.” 

The two started walking back toward the stronghold. “I have,” Avak answered. “It keeps me up 
at night.” 

It was all a sham, thought Garan as he watched them depart. They manufactured a monster and then 
defeated it to convince us they are Toa. But how do we convince the rest of the settlement? And more important 
— what is this “new substance” they talked about? 


Zaktan gazed at the small, round piece of crystal he held in his hand. It looked like an exact replica in 
miniature of the massive crystal sphere in the chamber. Reidak or Vezok would have dismissed it as a 
bauble and ground it under their heel, never realizing that it and others like it were the key to domination 
of Voya Nui. 

Slowly, almost reverently, he moved the small glass sphere toward the larger crystal. When the 
two met, the surfaces of both turned immaterial, allowing the smaller crystal to pass through unharmed. 


When Zaktan withdrew his hand, the sphere contained a small portion of the larger crystal’s black and 
green liquid. A moment later, the sphere changed to a solid color and its contents were no longer visible. 

Zaktan picked up one of the launchers Avak had designed. In one swift motion, he loaded the 
sphere into the launcher. Now prepared, he sent a small portion of his substance underneath the chamber 
door to summon Reidak and their reluctant guest. 

The black Piraka entered the room a moment later, dragging a Ta-Matoran behind him. Reidak 
stopped well away from the crystal sphere, having found that getting too close to it made him feel 
disoriented and ill. This particular Matoran had been assigned a resource gathering mission by Hakann, 
which would take him deep into the mountains, ensuring that he would not be missed by his comrades. 

“Hold him still,” Zaktan ordered, taking aim with the launcher. He triggered the mechanism, and 
it hurled the small zamor sphere at the Matoran, striking him dead-on. The sphere turned immaterial once 
more and passed into the Matoran’s body before releasing its contents. 

One moment, the Matoran’s eyes were filled with fear. The next, they glowed with a sickly 
crimson light as the virus took effect. Zaktan signaled for Reidak to release his hold. The Matoran made 
no effort to run, just stood there, his breathing ragged and his body stiff. 

Zaktan walked to a far corner of the chamber and pulled on a chain. A small portion of the floor 
slid away to reveal a pool of molten lava. “Come here.” 

The Matoran dutifully shuffled to the edge of the pit. His eyes were fixed straight ahead, seemingly 
oblivious to the burning doom before him. 

“Walk into the pit,” Zaktan ordered. 

Nodding, the Matoran took a step off the edge. His right foot dangled in midair above the boiling 
pool. Just as he was about to topple in, Zaktan grabbed his arm and flung him back to the center of the 
room. The Matoran immediately rose and started for the pool again, halting only when Zaktan shouted, 
“Stop!” 

Reidak walked warily around the blank-eyed Matoran, now standing frozen in place. “What did 
you do to him?” 

“| did nothing,” replied Zaktan. “But the contents of that crystal sphere... that has delivered this 
island into our hands. No more worries about Matoran stumbling upon our plans, or hesitating to carry 
out the dangerous work we require. Now they will be perfect, obedient slaves, with no want and no fear. 
They will labor until they die, Reidak, at my command.” 

The black Piraka could not help but catch that Zaktan said “my command” and not “our 
command.” Worse, he knew it was no slip of the tongue. As long as Zaktan was the only one who could 
get close enough to the sphere to create ammunition for the launchers, he was in a position of power. 

Reidak took two steps toward the huge sphere, and stopped. Pain struck him in waves, as if 
something in that sphere was trying to override his mind and spirit. It was too strong to fight, but he knew 
surrendering would be his last free act. He had no choice but to back away. The other Piraka had already 
told him of similar experiences. None of them understood why Zaktan seemed immune to the bizarre 
effect. 

The green Piraka turned his attention back to the Matoran. “You will return to the settlement,” 
he ordered. “You will behave normally. You will see to it that all other Matoran are gathered in the center 
of the village at sunset. Do you understand?” 

The Ta-Matoran nodded and turned away. He would return home and carry out his commands. 
Nothing would stop him. 

Zaktan turned to Reidak. “Alert the others. Have them come here before sunset to claim their 
launchers and gather a supply of zamor spheres. By the rising of the moon, every Matoran on this island 
will exist for but one purpose — to find the Kanohi Mask of Life for the Piraka.” 


Dalu stirred and opened her eyes. She was lying on the hard stone floor of the cave, a blanket of reeds 
loosely covering her. Her friends looked down at her with concerned eyes. 
“See?” Garan said to Balta, quietly. “I told you she would be all right.” 


“There is nothing funny about a Muaka at midnight,” Velika said, as if imparting the wisdom of the 
ages. 

Kazi shot him a hard look. “Okay, now that one just made no sense at all.” 

“He’s trying to say she scared us,” Garan said. He turned back to Dalu. “And you did. Which one 
was it?” 

“Avak,” she replied, struggling to sit up. “I had to, or he would have found you.” 

“You definitely did the right thing,” Garan assured her. 

“You did the brave thing,” Balta added. 

“Of what use is the roof against the rains,” said Velika, “if there are no walls to stem the flood?” 

“That does it,” Kazi snapped, starting for the cave mouth. “If anyone wants me, lIl be back at the 
village where they don’t speak in riddles.” 

“He has a point,” said Balta. 

“On top of his head,” Kazi replied. 

“Dalu’s sacrifice means nothing if we don’t stop them from doing... whatever it is they are here 
to do,” said Balta. “And I, for one, don’t intend to allow what she did to go to waste. How about you?” 

Before Kazi could reply, Piruk burst into the cave. “Garan! The others!” 

“What is it?” 

“One of the Ta-Matoran, Dezalk, he’s gathered them all in the center of the settlement,” Piruk 
said, barely getting the words out. “He says it has something to do with the Toa!” 

Garan pondered all of two seconds before coming to a decision. “All right. Dalu will be safe here 
while the rest of us go check this out.” 

“We'll all go,” said Dalu, back on her feet. “If there’s going to be a fight, I’m not missing out.” 

“If we're lucky, there will be a fight,” said Garan as he led them out of the cave. “If we’re not, 
there will be a slaughter.” 


The Matoran stood in the heart of their settlement in the twilight. They had gathered here with 
the understanding that something momentous connected to the Toa was about to happen, and they would 
be privileged to witness it. Now, after a few minutes of standing and waiting, some began to fidget, others 
to pace, and still more to scan the surrounding cliffs for some sign of their heroes. 

Torches were lit. Small groups began to converse. At first, the tone was puzzled and a bit worried. 
Where were the Toa? Had something happened to them? For that matter, where was Dezalk? This had 
been his idea. Angrier voices started to be heard. 

“Was this supposed to be a joke?” 

“The Toa are probably never coming. It was all a lie.” 

“Wait until | see Dezalk again —” 

Then, as if someone had thrown a switch, all talking ceased. One Matoran pointed up toward the 
south slope, indicating something that so far only he could spot. And then the waiting was over. 

Six Piraka, each armed with a launcher, advanced toward the Matoran from six different directions. 
They said nothing, only smiled. The reflections of torchlight turned their armor red and gold, but they 
were not the pure, clean colors of a Toa of Fire — no, they were the fearsome hues of creatures from the 
pit. Shadows slithered like snakes over their faces and bodies, obscuring their expressions, with the 
exception of those ever-present, malevolent grins. 

Before any of the villagers could cry out, Zaktan fired his launcher. The sphere flew rapidly through 
the air, struck a Ko-Matoran, and passed into his body. Now the others began to fire and the Matoran 
panicked, looking desperately for a place to flee. The high rock walls around the settlement had been 
meant to keep enemies out. On this terrible night, they served only to trap the Matoran inside with six 
monsters who lurched from the darkness, sowing fear and despair. 

There was nowhere to run. Foolishly, the Matoran bunched together, making themselves easier 
targets. Those who were struck stood straight and still, waiting for orders. Hakann amused himself by 
sending some of the enslaved Matoran to capture and hold others long enough for his launcher to do its 
work. 

A gust of wind swept through the village, extinguishing the flames of the torches. The settlement 
was plunged into darkness, punctuated only by the cries of the Matoran and the dull, awful sound of 
spheres being launched... and launched... and launched. 


By the time Garan and the others reached the settlement, it was all over. The village was empty. By the 
light of their torches, the Matoran could see the smashed statuary, the damaged suva shrine, and other 
evidence of the panic that had preceded their arrival. Of their friends, there was no sign at all. 

Piruk heard a moan. He turned to see Dezalk slowly getting to his feet. The Ta-Matoran shook 
his head as if trying to recover his bearings. Then without so much as a glance to left or right, he began 
to march out of the village. Balta immediately put himself in Dezalk’s path. 


“Where are the others? What happened?” he yelled. 

Dezalk’s dead, crimson eyes stared straight ahead. He kept trying to walk forward. When he finally 
realized someone was blocking his path, he snarled and tried to shove Balta aside. The two Ta-Matoran 
traded blows while the others watched, too stunned by events to move. 

It was Garan who finally said, “Let him go.” 

“Are you crazy?” asked Balta, struggling to keep his former friend from breaking away. “He may 
be the only one who knows what’s going on!” 

“All the more reason to let him escape,” said Dalu. “He has some destination in mind. It’s probably 
where the others are, and whoever did... whatever... to them.” 

“| don’t think it’s any secret who did this,” said Garan. “The question is, what do we do about it?” 

Reluctantly, Balta stepped aside. Dezalk walked swiftly out of the settlement with the six Matoran 
trailing behind him. They made no effort to conceal themselves, and he seemed to take no notice that 
they were there. Dezalk traversed narrow rock ledges and made next-to-impossible leaps without any 
hesitation. Whatever had possessed him had removed any trace of caution or fear. 

It was not a long journey; it ended at the base of the volcano. Flickering torches dotted the slopes, 
where hundreds of Matoran were hard at work. Most were swinging digging tools, carving out holes in 
the sides of the mountain for lava to flow through. The air was filled with the stench of burning rock and 
the sound of picks striking stone in unison. Dezalk walked calmly ahead, stepped over a lava flow, grabbed 
a tool of his own, and went to work. 

Dalu started forward. Balta stopped her. “Wait,” he whispered. “Look.” 

Then she saw them. The six beings who had called themselves Toa were standing on a slope 
nearby, watching the Matoran labor. Their smiles made her sick. 

“Slaves,” growled Dalu. “They have made them slaves!” 

“And all to drain lava from the mountain,” muttered Garan. “Why?” 

“They’re collecting it,” said Kazi. “Maybe they are going to use the hot magma for some weapon?” 

Garan shrugged. It seemed too obvious somehow. If all they had wanted was lava, there was plenty 
already present on the surface of the island. There was no need for hundreds of Matoran to dig it out. 

He looked at Velika. The Po-Matoran had a way of looking at the world from his own strange 
viewpoint, sometimes seeing truths that the others missed. Velika was watching the activity with his head 
cocked slightly to one side, as if listening to a voice only he could hear. When he noticed Garan looking 
at him, he nodded and smiled. 

“He who would empty a lake of fire must have a long spoon,” he said. 

Well, of course, thought Garan. You couldn’t get too close, so you needed a tool that let you remain at 
distance — that is what the Matoran are, in this case. It only made sense if you wanted to empty — 

“That’s it!” Garan said, keeping his voice down only with great effort. “It has to be.” He looked at 
the others. “Don’t you see? It’s not the lava they want. They are emptying the volcano! They are after 
something inside, hidden beneath the lava pool.” 

“And the only way to get at it is to drain the pool,” Balta replied. “So we know ‘why,’ but not 
what.” 

A Matoran working up near the crater suddenly stumbled on a rock and fell into the volcano. He 
never screamed. The only sound was the sizzle of molten lava from inside the mountain. None of the 
enslaved Matoran even looked up from their labors to mark his passing. 

“Nothing could be worth this,” Garan said grimly. “Nothing.” 


“It was all worth it,” exulted Hakann. “All the risks, all the hard work —” 

“Funny,” muttered Vezok. “I don’t recall you doing much work.” 

“This is not a time to bicker,” interjected Zaktan. He gestured toward the sea of Matoran, now 
laboring to advance the Piraka’s ambitions. “Not when you remember how far we have come.” 

Vezok had to admit their leader, whatever his shortcomings, was right. It had not been so very 
long ago that they were just six more Dark Hunters, taking what missions they could and never seeing 


any of the rewards. Then Hakann got word of something happening up north, near the ruins of Metru 
Nui. The six of them made the journey on their own, without informing their superiors. They knew well 
that such an offense by a Dark Hunter was punishable by death. 

By the time they reached the dead City of Legends, whatever had been going on was over with. 
The city looked no different, but Zaktan noticed a shattered gateway in the Great Barrier. It was he who 
found the remnants of Makuta’s armor, though there was no sign of any body. The others joined him in 
searching the area, but then something happened. Vezok was not sure what, but it seemed like all of them 
got the same idea at the same time. There was a Mask of Life out in the world somewhere — and they had 
to find it. Its energies would make them powerful beyond imagining. Intrigued by the possibilities, they 
decided then and there to abandon their lives as Dark Hunters. They would be independent and serve 
only themselves — they would be Piraka. 

“The Mask of Life will soon be ours,” Zaktan continued. “With the Matoran subdued, there is no 
one on this island who can stop us.” 

“Not now,” agreed Avak. “But the universe does not end on the shores of this island. There are 
Matoran here, and a Mask of Power — and where you have those two, can Toa be far behind?” 


Lewa Nuva’s arrival on Voya Nui began with a pleasant surprise: He was still in one piece. 

Back when he had first emerged from his canister on the island of Mata Nui, one arm and both 
legs had disconnected from his torso. Precious moments had to be spent on reassembling himself, an 
annoying and not altogether comfortable task. Turaga Vakama had assured the Toa Nuva that would not 
happen after this journey. 

“From everything we have gathered, you spent many, many years floating in the ocean before 
coming to Mata Nui,” he had explained. “We believe that in that time your organic tissue began to decay. 
By fusing your mechanical components back together upon arrival, you grew new tissue to connect them. 
Assuming your canisters don’t malfunction, you won’t be traveling near long enough for that to happen 
again.” 

Lewa twisted the handle and opened his canister. He crawled out onto an icy shore, got to his 
feet, and stretched out the kinks in his muscles. The others were emerging from their canisters as well. 
Onua Nuva was already scouting the area, taking advantage of being the only Toa who saw well in the 
dark. 

“Nice place,” he said flatly. “If you’re a goat, that is. | see nothing but rock for kio around.” 

Kopaka Nuva extended the telescopic lens in his mask. “East,” he said. “Torches. Matoran, | think, 
though they look different from the ones we know. And what appears to be an active volcano.” 

“Then we start looking for the Mask of Life there,” Tahu Nuva announced. 

“Why?” asked Gali. 

“Don’t you know?” Tahu replied, chuckling. “True treasures are always found near lava. Look at 


Pohatu Nuva smiled. “Not to mention that all that hot air inflates their heads.” 
Laughing gently, the six Toa Nuva began their long walk toward the volcano and what they hoped 
was the end of their quest. 


“We have three choices,” said Garan, looking around at his five companions. “We can run and hope to 
find a way off this island, maybe find help somewhere else. We can hide in the western mountains, where 
no one ever goes. Or we can fight, and probably die... if we don’t wind up slaves like our friends.” 

“The rest of you can do what you want,” said Dalu. “I’m fighting.” 

“Me, too,” said Balta. “We haven’t survived here this long to just give up.” 

“The movement of a single pebble can bring down a storm of rock,” Velika said, smiling. 

Kazi nodded. “Even | get that one. And I’m with them.” 

Garan looked at Piruk. “No one will think any less of you if you want to go for help, Piruk. What 
we are proposing here is suicidal, and there’s no reason you have to join us and die, too.” 


Piruk scraped his shredder claws against each other, sharpening the blades. It was a nervous habit 
he’d had for years, but this time he seemed to be doing it for a purpose. When he looked up at Garan, 
there was steel in his gaze. 

“Yes,” he said. “Yes, there is a reason. You’re my friends, and this is my home. If those things are 
not worth fighting and dying for, then what is?” 

“It’s settled then,” said Garan. “We may be doomed to fall, but before we do, we'll give our 
enemies reason to regret the day they set foot here. Let’s show them you don’t have to be a Toa to bea 
hero.” 
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From a perch high above the Piraka, the six Matoran prepared their first strike. Two of the 
enemies, Reidak and Hakann, had already departed, heading west. This was fine as far as Garan was 
concerned — the fewer obstacles to this operation, the better. 

“Vezok put his launcher down,” he said to Balta. “Get down there and grab it. If you can’t, at least 
make sure you get one of those spheres. My guess is they have something to do with what happened to 
our friends. If we can capture one, maybe we can figure out what it is and how to undo what it’s done.” 

Balta nodded and disappeared into the night. Garan mentally counted down the seconds. If 
everything went as planned, Balta would be there and back with no problem. If something went wrong, 
his Ta-Matoran friend was as good as dead. 

“Thirty seconds,” he said to the others. “Get in position. We'll see if Velika was right about that 
pebble.” 

“Garan, look!” said Kazi. “To the west — are those fire bolts?” 


Down below, Zaktan was asking the same question. Avak’s eyes glowed as his telescopic vision focused 
on the scene in the distance. After a moment, he shook his head. 

“You’re not going to like it,” he reported. “We have company. And thanks to Reidak being careless 
about where he throws his boulders, they know we’re here.” 

Zaktan didn’t need to be able to see the sight for himself to know what Avak meant. “Toa,” he 
spat as if the word were poison in his mouth. 

“About time,” said Vezok. “I was beginning to think we were never going to get any action here.” 

A rumble sounded above them, rapidly growing until it sounded like thunder. The Piraka whirled 
around. A sudden lightning bolt illuminated a huge rockslide heading right for them. The first of the 
boulders hit an outcropping, bounced, and flew right toward Zaktan. The green Piraka’s body separated 
into its trillion component parts, each flying away from where he had been standing so that the rock 
passed right through. Then he reformed, anger twisting his features. 

“Scatter!” he commanded. 


Balta waited until the last possible moment. The boulders were almost on top of him as he darted forward, 
his eyes fixed on Vezok’s launcher. The Piraka were diving for cover, apparently unwilling to gamble that 
their powers would be enough to stop an avalanche. 

The Ta-Matoran reached the launcher just as Vezok realized he had forgotten his weapon. He 
turned to see Balta stealing it. 

The Piraka charged. Balta grabbed one of the spheres and took off up the slope. Once out of the 
circle of torchlight, the Matoran had the cover of darkness to conceal his flight. Vezok started to pursue, 
then turned to retrieve his launcher. By the time he got it, Balta was long gone. 

Toa and little Matoran thieves, he said to himself. Now this is more like it. 


“You idiot! You moron!” Hakann raged. “You stupid, incompetent —” 

Reidak grabbed him by the throat and choked his words off. “I really don’t think you want to finish 
that sentence.” 

The two Piraka were crouched behind a huge boulder as fire and ice bolts flew by them. Reidak 
waited until Hakann’s arms started flailing in panic before releasing his hold. 

“Now. You were saying...” the black Piraka snarled. 

Hakann coughed violently. “I was saying... it was an honest mistake. Anyone could have made it.” 
His apologetic tone differed wildly from the fury in his eyes. 

“That’s better.” 

“If | can make a suggestion,” Hakann said, as an ice dart chipped off part of the rock by his head. 
“The next time we see six obvious Toa heading for us, don’t start throwing half the mountain at them. 
You know what they say: An ambush is worth a thousand rocks.” 

“| never saw Toa with armor like that,” said Reidak. “Or weird-looking masks like the ones they’re 
wearing.” 

“If it walks like a Toa, and throws fireballs like a Toa, it’s a Toa,” Hakann replied. “But you have a 
point about their appearance. Who are those guys?” 


“| don’t know who they are,” said Tahu. “We can ask them after they’re captured.” 

“Enough fire and ice will drive them from their hiding place,” Kopaka said. “Then we can find out 
why they attacked us.” 

Pohatu stepped in between the two Toa Nuva. “Um, they’re hiding behind a rock,” he said. 
“Remember me? I’m Pohatu. | do rock.” 

The Toa Nuva of Stone reached out with his elemental powers, seeking the planes of the rock 
and its weakest points. Then, using his control of the molecules of stone, he made the massive boulder 
fracture and fall apart. Now the Toa Nuva’s enemies stood revealed. 

“There,” said Pohatu, smiling. “Not as flashy as an ice bolt, | guess, but...” 

“But results are what matter,” agreed Kopaka. 

The red-armored figure unlimbered a weapon and began hurling balls of molten lava at the 
assembled Toa Nuva. Tahu stepped out in front of the group, saying, “Oh. Lava. If that’s the best they can 
do, this will be a short fight.” 

Tahu raised one of his magma swords, prepared to swat the incoming missiles away. As he did so, 
Hakann’s eyes glowed. The Piraka’s heat vision struck the ground at Tahu’s feet, turning the stone to 
magma. It was Lewa Nuva who spotted it and grabbed the Toa of Fire’s arm, yanking him away from the 
pool. 

“News,” said the Toa of Air. “Not going to be a short fight.” 

The black-armored figure charged down the slope, bellowing. Onua concentrated and sent a 
column of earth slamming into the oncoming foe, knocking him senseless. 

“One down,” he announced. “Who wants the red one?” 

Gali pointed to the downed Piraka, who was already stirring. “He’s getting back up. Is he supposed 
to do that?” 

Onua shook his head. “That was enough force to knock out a Kane-Ra bull. Must have just hit 
him at the wrong angle.” 

The Toa Nuva of Earth sent his elemental energy forth again. This time, the hammer of earth was 
twice the size as before and struck Reidak dead-on. When the dust and dirt had cleared, the black Piraka 
stood unharmed. 

“I know we haven't had a real fight since the Rahkshi, but this is getting ridiculous,” Tahu grumbled. 
“Six of us. Two of them. Let’s do this.” 


Zaktan had ordered the remaining Piraka to split up. Vezok and Thok were to go after the Matoran thief 
and recover the sphere. Avak was to stay and keep an eye on the Matoran slaves and make sure they kept 
working. Zaktan himself would go to the aid of Hakann and Reidak. 

“Two of us for one Matoran?” complained Vezok. “The fight is down below, not up here.” 

“That’s right,” said Thok. “The only six beings with the power to rival ours are down below, and 
Zaktan is going to confront them. Imagine what would happen if he won them over to his side?” 

The idea wormed its way into Vezok’s mind, trailing suspicion and anger in its wake. “We wouldn’t 
have a chance. With six Toa behind him, Zaktan couldn’t be stopped. But who are we kidding? No Toa is 
ever going to ally with him.” 

“| know that. You know that. But do the Toa know that? We’re all on a barren piece of rock in 
the middle of nowhere, and probably all after the same thing. In a place like this, you find friends where 
you can.” 

Vezok stopped climbing and looked at Thok. “So, what are you saying?” 

“I’m saying, if the Toa don’t demolish Zaktan, maybe we should.” 

“Avak tried that,” answered Vezok. “He got nowhere. And why should I trust you, anyway?” 

Thok laughed. “No reason. No reason at all.” 


It was worse than Zaktan feared. Six Toa... no, not just Toa... 

Toa Nuva. 

The green-armored figure paused, puzzled. How had he known that name? And what did it mean? 

He decided neither mattered. What was important was getting to the scene of the battle before 
things went horribly wrong. These Toa were no doubt on the island to retrieve the Mask of Life for 
themselves, and that had to be prevented. 

He started forward, then stopped again. There was, in fact, very real doubt about why these Toa 
were here. After all, hadn’t the legendary Nidhiki been a Toa before defecting to the Dark Hunters? What 
if an entire team of Toa had somehow been recruited by that organization and sent to Voya Nui after the 
Piraka? 

Or after me, Zaktan thought darkly. Of course. One of the Piraka — Hakann or Avak, most likely — made 
a deal with the Dark Hunters. They would get me, and maybe the others as well, and the traitor in our midst would 
escape with the Mask of Life. 

Zaktan resumed his journey, this time walking a bit more slowly. His course of action was clear. 
If the Toa Nuva were working for the Dark Hunters, they would need to be captured and interrogated 
to find out how much they knew and which Piraka, if any, they were working with. 

If, on the other hand, the Toa Nuva were only here to get their hands on the Mask of Life, 
everything was much simpler. They would just have to die. 

Zaktan continued down the slope, trying to decide which choice he liked better. 


Lewa Nuva stood, feet planted firmly on the mountainside, air katana gleaming in the moonlight. Facing 
him was Reidak, who did not seem to be capable of any other expression but a vicious smile. 

“Why don’t you make things ever-easy and surrender?” offered Lewa. “We are Toa Nuva, after 
all. We quick-defeated the Rahkshi, so —” 

“Rahkshi, huh?” said Reidak. Then, moving so swiftly Lewa could not react, he snatched one of 
the Toa’s air katana and snapped it over his knee. “I pick my teeth with Rahkshi.” 

Pohatu Nuva triggered his Mask of Speed and raced toward the black Piraka so fast he was a blur. 
Just as he got close enough to tackle his enemy, Reidak lashed out with a backhand slap and sent the Toa 
Nuva of Stone tumbling back down the rocky hillside. 

A sudden burst of flame blinded the Piraka. When his vision cleared, he saw Tahu, Kopaka, Gali, 
Onua, and Lewa all closing in on him. He glanced behind, looking for Hakann, but his teammate was gone. 

“All right,” Reidak grumbled, turning back to the Toa Nuva. “Who wants to die first?” 
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Zaktan met the red Piraka halfway up the slope. “What are you doing?” asked the Piraka leader. “Where 
is Reidak?” 

“Let’s say we need to do one less division of the spoils from this expedition,” Hakann replied. 
“Last | saw, the big idiot was surrounded by Toa, and good riddance.” 

“Shall | guess?” Zaktan hissed. “He attacked the Toa for no reason. He charged into their midst 
when a sane being would have held back. Reidak almost begged to be captured, didn’t he?” 

Hakann’s smile faded. “How did you know?” 

“Because if | were planning to betray my partners to a team of Toa,” Zaktan snapped, “‘it’s just 
what | would have done.” 


Reidak had been utterly defeated. 

In fact, he had been utterly defeated so often, Tahu Nuva had lost count. But each time, the Piraka 
got back up again, stronger than before. Worse, he never seemed to grow tired. If anything, he appeared 
to be more and more amused. 

All six Toa, individually, had brought him down, only to find their powers ineffective during his 
next attack. There was still the option of using their powers in combination, but if Reidak were to rise 
again after that and be immune to it... the thought wasn’t a pleasant one. 

Tahu’s thoughts suddenly went back to another battle on a volcano, when the opponent had been 
the mountain itself. It would be a tough trick to pull off, but it might work. Hurriedly, he whispered his 
plan to Pohatu, Onua, and Lewa. 

At the Toa of Fire’s signal, Pohatu grabbed Onua and called on the power of the Mask of Speed. 
Even as he did so, Onua triggered the power of his own Mask of Strength. Pohatu began running rapidly 
in circles around Reidak as Onua used his hand to slice through the rocky slope. Once the section of 
ground on which the Piraka stood was cut loose, Lewa used his elemental power of air to catapult both 
it and Reidak high into the air. At the apex of the flight, the Toa of Air abruptly cut off the flow of his 
power, sending Piraka and rock plunging to earth. 

The impact was so great it shook the mountainside. Rock dust filled the air, making it difficult for 
even Onua to see. And then the Toa Nuva heard it — a sound coming from the crater more chilling than 
a Rahkshi’s hiss or the chittering of a Bohrok. 

Reidak was laughing. 

“You know, come to deep-think of it,” said Lewa Nuva, looking at his shaken partners. “The island 
of Mata Nui was not really so bad. Think we could go back?” 


Garan and his team of Matoran had taken refuge beneath a rocky overhang to wait for Balta. They 
had heard the shouts of their foes and spotted a strange glow on the horizon. At one point, Kazi insisted 
he had seen one of the false Toa fly straight up into the air and then drop back down again. This was 
dismissed as ridiculous, since none of the invaders could fly. 

The stillness was broken by the harsh sound of metal striking rock. It repeated again and again, 
coming closer each time. “It’s one of them,” said Piruk. “It has to be!” 

Garan went into a crouch, ready to fire a pulse bolt. He signaled the others to take up positions 
among the rocks. If they had been trailed by the enemy, they would go down fighting. 

A sudden movement up ahead caught Garan’s eye. He took aim and was about to fire when a 
familiar voice whispered, “Where are you, guys? It’s me!” 

Balta stepped into the moonlight. He held one of the spheres in his hand. The other Matoran 
rushed to greet him, but he shook them off. “There’s no time,” he said. “Thok and Vezok are right behind 
me. Take the sphere and head for safety.” 

“Aren’t you coming?” asked Dalu. 

“Someone has to lead them away from you. | know these rocks. | can lose them and then circle 
back and find you again.” 

Dalu looked like she was going to offer to come with him, then thought better of it. Had their 
positions been reversed, she knew what her answer would have been to such an offer: “I can move faster 
on my own.” 

Garan took the sphere. “Be careful,” he said. “We'll be heading for —” 

Balta cut him off. “Don’t tell me.” 

It took Garan a moment, but then he understood. What Balta didn’t know, the false Toa could 
not make him tell. The two Matoran shook hands. Then Balta climbed up the rocks and disappeared. 
Garan started in the opposite direction, the others following. If any of them noticed Dalu’s frequent 
backward glances, they were wise enough not to say. 


“How long does it take to track one Matoran?” said Thok. 

“Too long,” replied Vezok. “Too many places for one to hide. | say we go back, grab one of the 
others, and bring him to Zaktan. | doubt he can tell one of the little creeps from another.” 

A small shower of pebbles hit the ground somewhere off to their right. Thok gestured for Vezok 
to go to the right, while he went left. He slipped around a large outcropping in time to see Balta scrambling 
up the slope. “Matoran!” he shouted. 

Balta looked behind, his eyes meeting Thok’s strangely glowing orbs. The Piraka’s spell-binding 
vision power took hold. The world began to spin around Balta. Unable to keep his balance, he tumbled 
back down the rocks. 


Thok was on top of him in two long strides. The Piraka raised a fist and brought it down. Balta 
barely managed to get his twin repeller tools up in time. When Thok’s blow met the Matoran’s tools, the 
force ricocheted backward, sending the Piraka sprawling. 

Balta took off running. He had spotted a cave not far away and hoped it would be deep enough 
and dark enough to conceal him until the false Toa gave up the chase. Luck was running against him, 
though, for Vezok spotted him even as he dashed inside. 

“He’s a small one,” the blue Piraka muttered, starting after him. “Might have to throw him back.” 

Vezok entered the cave, showing unusual caution for a being so powerful. He had heard from 
Avak how annoying these little Matoran could be. He had no intention of being taken by surprise by one 
and having to listen to Hakann’s mockery for the next few centuries. 

It was not a very large cavern and had only a few tunnels branching off it. It took Vezok only a few 
minutes to search the entire place, but he saw no sign of the Matoran. 

For a moment, his mind flashed back to his days as a Dark Hunter. His trainer, Nidhiki, was 
teaching him how to unlock a vault without leaving any trace. Time and again, Vezok tried and failed, his 
hands too clumsy for such delicate work. Finally, furious, he had smashed the vault into shards. Nidhiki 
had wisely declared the test over and passed Vezok. 

Direct approach works best, the Piraka said to himself as he exited the cave. Glancing around, he 
spotted a boulder just the right size. With a mighty heave, he began to roll it toward the cave mouth. 
Trapping the Matoran inside wouldn’t get Zaktan the answers he wanted, but it would keep this particular 
villager from causing trouble ever again. 

Maybe Thok and I can make a little wager, Vezok thought. Will the Matoran suffocate before he starves, 
or starve before he suffocates? And just how long does it take for a Matoran to die? 


Onua Nuva peered over the edge of the crater. Reidak lay at the bottom, battered and bruised, but still 
smiling. “Had enough?” the Piraka said. 

“| think | am supposed to ask you that,” Onua replied. “What are you, and why are you fighting 
us?” 

“My name is Reidak. I’m a Piraka. Does that name mean anything to you?” 

Onua frowned. Piraka was a Matoran term, but one that was rarely used. Loosely translated, it 
meant “thief and murderer,” and it was so vile a term that the Matoran considered it an obscenity. The 
Toa of Earth couldn’t imagine why someone would voluntarily brand himself a Piraka. 

“Why are you on Voya Nui?” he asked. 

“To steal,” answered Reidak. “I steal for a living. Oh, and one more thing —” 

The Piraka slammed his weapon against the side of the crater. The ground beneath Onua’s feet 
suddenly turned to quicksand, rapidly dragging the heavy Toa under. 

Reidak’s grin grew broader. “I kill Toa for fun.” 
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Gali Nuva was the first to hear the hum. It sounded like a swarm of Nui-Rama in flight, but there 
was something vaguely more sinister about this sound. By the time the emerald cloud appeared on the 
horizon, she was already braced for combat. 

Pohatu and Lewa ran past her, heading back toward the crater. She thought she heard one of 
them shouting about Onua sinking into the ground. She glanced to her right and saw Tahu and Kopaka 
getting into position. Both looked grim, something she could well understand. If two of the enemy could 
give them such a fight, what if there were three on the island, or more? 

The cloud expanded as it flew closer, riveting the attention of all three Toa Nuva. None of them 
noticed that they were being flanked by the Piraka until a devastating blast of Hakann’s mental energy 
struck Gali. She had been ready for physical combat, but this struck at her mind in a way nothing else ever 
had. For a split second, it seemed like all of existence had gone black. When awareness returned to her, 
it felt like her brain had been savaged. 

Hakann didn’t even bother trying to hide. He fired a half dozen balls of lava in her direction, forcing 
Gali onto the defensive. But he had underestimated her quickness. Even as she dodged his magma missiles, 
she was using her elemental energies to conjure a sphere of water around her foe. 

The crimson-armored Piraka almost panicked. One moment, he was breathing the arid air of Voya 
Nui, the next his mouth was full of water. Then his years of experience reasserted themselves — he had, 
after all, slain Toa of Water before. His eyes glowed as beams of heat vision shot out, converting the 
sphere of water into steam. Hidden by the billowing cloud, he did a backflip onto a rock and fired his heat 
vision again, this time at Gali. 

The Toa of Water felt the aqua axe in her right hand grow scorching hot. Crying out, she dropped 
it. Hakann followed up with heat vision on a wide beam, bathing her in molten temperatures. Feeling 
herself weakening, Gali summoned a cooling rain to try to fend off the heat. 

“Fire versus water,” Hakann said. “It would seem we are pretty evenly matched. Too bad fire is 
not the only trick | know.” 

A second mental bolt, more powerful than the last, lashed out at Gali. With so much of her mental 
energy devoted to fighting off the heat, she had no way to defend herself. The pain grew in intensity until 
her consciousness took the only way out and shut down. She collapsed on the ground. 

“One down,” said the Piraka. 


Pohatu and Lewa both grabbed one of Onua’s arms and pulled. Their combined strength was enough to 
free him from the quicksand, but while they were doing that, Reidak climbed out of the crater. 

“He’s mine,” said Lewa, tossing aside his lone remaining air katana. 

“Lewa, don’t —” 

“He’s mine!” Lewa repeated, stalking toward the Piraka. 
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Reidak charged. Lewa sidestepped and darted out a foot, sending his enemy tumbling onto the 
rocky ground. Reidak rolled over and kept rolling, bowling over the Toa of Air. He tried to follow it up 
with a blow to the head, but Lewa dodged in time. A sharp kick bought the Toa some space, and a two- 
handed smash into Reidak’s grin sent the Piraka flying. 

Lewa advanced as Reidak got up on one knee and spat. “Here | thought you Toa were so peace 
loving,” the Piraka laughed. 

“Peace loving,” Lewa replied. “Not weak.” 

Reidak suddenly vaulted forward. Lewa sidestepped again, this time grabbing on to the Piraka’s 
back as he flew by. He hurled his enemy through the air toward Pohatu. The Toa of Stone flipped onto 
his back and caught the flying Piraka with a kick from his powerful legs. This sent Reidak hurtling toward 
Onua. Calling on the Mask of Strength, Onua leapt into the air until he was just slightly higher than the 
speeding Piraka. Then he brought both fists down in a devastating double blow. Reidak dropped like a 
rock and smashed into the ground. 

Before the Piraka could rise again, Lewa was there pinning him to the ground with one knee while 
he twisted Reidak’s arm behind him. “You broke something of mine,” the Toa of Air said. “Maybe | should 
quick-return the favor?” 

Solid stone bands erupted from the ground to bind the Piraka. Lewa looked up at Pohatu, who 
was pointing up the slope. “Trouble,” said the Toa of Stone. “Leave this one. The others need our help.” 


Avak ducked beneath an ice blast. He had spotted Zaktan and Hakann heading back down this way and 
decided to join them, orders or not. It wasn’t so much that he thought the other Piraka needed his help. 
He just didn’t want to let his “allies” out of his sight for too long. 

“Do you know what | did when | first joined the Dark Hunters?” asked Avak, dodging a hail of 
icicles. “I was a jailer. Other Hunters would bring in captives and | would lock them up.” 

“You should have saved a cell for yourself,” Kopaka Nuva said. 

“But there was one problem,” Avak said, ignoring the Toa’s comment. “Any lock can be picked. 
Any chain can be snapped. If someone wants to escape from a cell bad enough, they will find a way.” 

Avak swung his pickaxe, narrowly missing Kopaka’s head. The Toa Nuva responded by freezing 
both weapon and hand. If he expected that to stop the Piraka, though, he was mistaken. Avak smashed his 
hand against a rock wall and shattered the ice. 

“Now where was I?” said the Piraka. “Oh, yes, once | realized no escape-proof cell could be built, 
| went to the head of the Dark Hunters with the problem. He sent me to the Brotherhood of Makuta, 
and they... did things to me.” 

Kopaka hurled hailstones the size of boulders, only to see Avak bat them aside. Then the Piraka 
paused, as if lost in thought. The next instant, a cage made of flaming bars had sprung into existence around 
Kopaka. 

“Now I make my own cells,” Avak finished. “Any kind | need.” 

Despite the intense heat, Kopaka smiled. Tahu Nuva had tried to imprison him in something 
similar once, and a fraction of his power had been enough to freeze the flames. He unleashed his elemental 
energies and a thin sheen of frost formed on the fiery bars. Then it just as quickly melted away. Kopaka 
tried a second and a third time, only to see his efforts fail. 

“| forgot to tell you,” said Avak. “The colder you make it in there, the hotter the bars burn. 
Eventually, you’ll use up your power and the heat will finish you off — if the smoke doesn’t get you first.” 

The Piraka grinned as he saw more ice forming on his cell. This Toa may not know when to give up, 
but it changes nothing, he thought. And that’s two down. 


Tahu Nuva watched as the green cloud coalesced into a monstrous figure wielding a three-bladed weapon. 
The two faced each other on a rocky precipice, with the sea roaring far below. 

“| may not know who — or what — you are,” said Tahu. “But | have seen enough to know you and 
your allies are what Toa exist to battle.” 
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“Toa,” Zaktan said, a harsh laugh echoing in multiple voices. “You are an anachronism — pure and 
noble heroes, still striving for right in a universe of chaos, unwilling to admit that your day is long over.” 

“And what is going to replace us? Monsters like you?” 

Zaktan nodded and raised his weapon. “We will walk over your bodies, Toa, on our way to a new 
age.” 

The Piraka swung his blades. Tahu barely got his twin magma swords up in time to counter the 
blow. Zaktan pushed him away and then thrust again, forcing Tahu to step back toward the cliff. The Toa 
of Fire caught Zaktan’s weapon between his two swords and sent waves of heat up the blades. But for 
each fragment of Zaktan’s sword that melted, pieces flew from the Piraka’s substance to make up the loss. 

“It is not so easy as that,” Zaktan said. “I am my weapon. My weapon is me. To destroy it, you 
must first destroy me.” 

“With pleasure,” growled Tahu. 

The Toa of Fire advanced now, swinging both his swords, only to find each blow countered by his 
opponent’s weapon. Zaktan moved impossibly fast. The few times Tahu thought he would land a solid hit, 
his target flew apart and the blade passed harmlessly through. 

“That ‘body made of multiple little pieces’ thing is a neat trick,” said Tahu. “Must be lousy when 
you sneeze, though.” 

“A problem you will no longer face, Toa,” replied the Piraka. “That is, once | have removed your 
head from your shoulders.” 

Zaktan made another thrust, this one checked by the power of Tahu’s Mask of Shielding. The 
Piraka laughed. “So you hide behind your force shield? Is this the mighty Toa that villains must quake 
before? | suppose it is true, then — the Toa with the longest careers are those who master the art of 
running and hiding.” 

Tahu’s common sense told him he was being baited, and not to respond. But a glance down the 
slope revealed that Gali and Kopaka had both fallen. The sight filled him with rage and a determination to 
wipe that sick smile off the Piraka’s face. He dropped the shield. 

Metal clanged against metal, sparks flying everywhere as the two antagonists traded thrusts and 
slashes. They were both experienced fighters, both leaders, and neither was willing to concede anything. 
For Tahu, defeat might mean death. For Zaktan, it would certainly mean rebellion by the other Piraka. 
Thus, both fought as if it were the last battle they would ever know. 

Tahu’s two magma swords gave him an advantage, one he did his best to press. But Zaktan’s 
constantly shifting body and his obvious skill with his blades checked the Toa at every turn. Dodging a 
thrust, Tahu leapt on top of a boulder, only to have Zaktan’s next slash split the rock in half. Tahu turned 
his fall into a maneuver, somersaulting in midair and slamming both feet into the startled Piraka. Zaktan 
dispersed into a cloud of buzzing, swarming protodites that cut off Tahu’s vision. The Toa spun, expecting 
the Piraka’s arm to suddenly materialize, sword in hand, to strike a killing blow. 

Instead, the cloud moved away and reformed into his enemy. “You are on the wrong side in this 
battle,” said Zaktan. “Join with me and we will rule all together. We can even free your fellow Toa, 
provided they agree to serve.” 

“And what about your allies?” 

“Unnecessary, if | have the power of Toa on my side,” the Piraka replied, as coldly as if he were 
discussing stepping on fikou spiders. “I will even give you the honor of disposing of them.” 

“Why don’t | save time and start with you?” said Tahu, charging forward. 

Blade clashed with blade once again, while the hungry sea waited to claim the loser. Their weapons 
locked together, both fighters exerted all their strength to push the other away. It was Zaktan who finally 
shoved Tahu back, throwing the Toa Nuva slightly off balance. In that instant, Zaktan thrust his blade into 
a gap in the Toa’s armor. 

Tahu expected to feel a piercing wound, but what happened instead was far worse. As the blade 
struck, it disintegrated into millions of protodites who swarmed through his body, attacking his armor and 
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his organic tissue. The pain was searing, overwhelming, and Tahu Nuva could not help but scream. As 
unconsciousness claimed him, he teetered on the edge of the cliff and fell. 

Zaktan reached out and grabbed the Toa’s arm. “No, my enemy,” the leader of the Piraka hissed. 
“You do not die so easily. There are still agonies that you have yet to taste.” 
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Lewa, Onua, and Pohatu were confronted by a horrible sight: In the brief time they had been 
struggling with Reidak, three of their number had fallen. Worse, their enemies had now been joined by 
two more, one in white armor and one in blue. 

“We need to rescue the others and regroup,” said Pohatu. “The power of all six Toa united is 
needed here.” 

“And if we fall, too?” asked Onua. “I honor my brothers and my sister above all things... but this 
would be more than just our defeat. The Mask of Life would be lost and the Great Spirit doomed to die.” 

It was Lewa who made the decision. “If we leave our Toa friends to die, we are not worthy of the 
trust Mata Nui has placed in us. We quick-save them, if we have to tear these Piraka apart to do it.” 

A plan was made. At Pohatu’s signal, Lewa used his elemental power to create a blinding storm of 
rock dust. At its height, Pohatu used the Mask of Speed to race toward where Gali lay, while Onua slipped 
behind Avak. The Toa of Stone grabbed his fallen friend and sped back to Lewa, even as Onua stunned 
Avak with a surprise blow. Before the Piraka could respond, Onua slammed him with a fist of earth, 
knocking him unconscious. When he fell, Kopaka’s cage disappeared. 

“Come on,” Onua said to the unconscious Toa Nuva of Ice. “This fight isn’t over yet.” 

The storm abated. Zaktan’s eyes narrowed at the sight of how much the Toa Nuva had achieved 
in only a few seconds. If they succeeded in reviving their two comrades, the Toa would have the edge in 
numbers again. 

“We must strike now,” he said. “Use your power, Thok, and eliminate them all.” 

The white Piraka shook his head. “That much effort would leave me too weak, if there were to 
be... another fight.” 

Zaktan hurled some of his substance forward, surrounding Thok with bands of protodites. “I was 
not making a request. Do it!” 

Thok knew he had no choice, but privately swore he would avenge this humiliation later. For now, 
the Toa Nuva were all bunched together as they tended to their wounded. That would make things much 
easier. The Piraka reached out with his power over the inanimate to bring the mountainside to life. Now 
resembling a stone giant, it towered 50 feet in the air as it lumbered toward the Toa. 

The creature’s shadow fell over the heroes. Pohatu looked up and knew immediately what he had 
to do, if there was only time to do it. He would make the Piraka regret choosing stone for their attack. 
Sending his elemental power forward in waves, he seized control of the giant, shattered it into pieces, and 
sent the rubble flying toward the assembled Piraka. 

The rocks exploded as they struck the ground, sending Thok, Vezok, and Zaktan scrambling for 
cover. Hakann chose that moment to strike, blasting Pohatu and Lewa with mental energy and felling them 
both. That left only Onua still at full strength. 

The Toa of Earth stood amongst the bodies of his friends. He had no idea if Tahu, Gali, or the 
others might already be dead. He knew that even his massive strength could not stop so many foes at 
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once, especially since he could hear Reidak breaking free behind him. And his own words came back to 
haunt him — wasn’t retrieving the Mask of Life what was most important? Shouldn’t he escape to fight 
another day? 

He looked down at Gali and the rest, lying so still. Then he glanced up to see Tahu’s limp body 
discarded on the slope like it was worthless trash. These were friends he had fought beside, laughed with, 
mourned with, now helpless at the hands of their enemies. In that moment, Onua made his decision — he 
would live or die here, as a Toa Nuva. 

Ripping a half ton of rock free from the ground, he hurled it at Zaktan. Before it had even struck 
home, Onua was running toward his foes, a chilling battle cry escaping from his lips. 

He never made it. The powers of Zaktan, Thok, and Hakann struck at him at once, slowing him 
down but not stopping him. It was left to Vezok to strike the final blow, smashing the Toa of Earth into 
oblivion. 

Zaktan looked around. Reidak and Avak were back on their feet and the others were already 
moving to loot the bodies of the Toa Nuva. None of them seemed upset at the heroes’ defeat, making 
him wonder if perhaps the Toa had only come to Voya Nui for the Mask of Life. There was no conspiracy 
against him — not one involving the Toa, at least. And this great victory would surely cement his leadership, 
at least long enough to retrieve the mask and get off this barren rock. 

“They’re still alive,” reported Vezok. “Even the one | hit.” 

“Do you want me to cage them?” asked Avak. “Maybe they have information on the mask we can 
use.” 

Zaktan smiled. He wondered how many other times these Toa, or others like them, had been 
defeated and how many other times their enemies had thought to keep them captive. It was a fool’s 
gamble, like taking a refreshing dip in energized protodermis and hoping it wouldn’t kill you. The leader 
of the Piraka would not go down in legend as a fool. 

“We have all hunted Toa. We know how dangerous they are, and never more so than when we 
think they are defeated,” he said. “Today, we won the battle, but tomorrow? No. Our quest here is too 
important to risk interference.” 

He picked up Tahu and threw him down the slope to lie beside his friends. “Take their Masks of 
Power and their weapons — we may be able to sell them. Then bring them to the volcano.” 

“I see,” said Hakann. “We will use the launchers and turn them into slave laborers.” 

“Even enslaved Toa would be a threat,” Zaktan replied. “When you have reached the crater of 
the volcano... throw them in and let them burn.” 
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Jaller sat in the ruins of the Ta-Metru Great Furnace. Many days had passed since he had issued 
his ultimatum to the Turaga. In that time, no Matoran had lifted a tool to do any work in the city, even to 
create shelters for themselves. Both Turaga Vakama and Takanuva had come to him to ask that he relent 
and allow the repairs to Metru Nui to continue. He had refused. 

If we are no more than frightened little beings who must be protected — hostages and victims for every 
foe we encounter — then we are a weakness, he said to himself. We benefit no one, not the Toa Nuva, not 
ourselves. | will not let helplessness and fear be the legacy of the Matoran. 

He looked up to see Turaga Nokama approaching. She had gone only a few steps into the rubble 
of the furnace when Jaller’s voice stopped her. “If this is another plea, noble Nokama, you might as well 
turn around. The only thing | want to hear is the truth the Turaga are keeping from us.” 

“And when you have heard it, what then? Will it change anything?” replied Nokama. “You will not 
be able to do anything with that knowledge but worry and grieve and wish you had never learned any of 
it. | know that is what | wish.” 

Jaller was tired. He was not going to make the same argument he had made to Vakama and Dume 
yet again. “I will do whatever | can do, as a Matoran and as captain of the Ta-Metru Guard.” 

Nokama sat down on a piece of masonry. “Dume and Vakama do not know | have come. | could 
have announced it at the top of my lungs and they would not have heard me, so consumed are they with 
worry. They would not approve of my coming to you, but | believe all beings have a right to know why 
they are going to die.” 

Before Jaller could respond, Nokama began her tale. She told him of the discoveries made by 
Turaga Dume and Turaga Nuju; of the Great Mask of Life; of Voya Nui; and finally of the Toa Nuva’s 
journey to that island to find the mask and save the Great Spirit. Jaller listened to it all with rapt attention, 
never speaking until she had finished. 

“If Mata Nui dies —” he began. 

“Then must not the universe die with him?” said Nokama. “Up to now, the Toa have fought to 
bring light and hope back to the Matoran. But if they had failed, and Makuta triumphed, at least we would 
have been alive to nurture a dream of a better future. If they fail this time... there will be no future.” 

“And there has been no word of them?” 

“None. Dume believes that if they were going to return, they would be back by now. He fears 
they are lost. Vakama urges that Takanuva be sent to find them, but Dume insists the Toa of Light is 
needed here. | cannot imagine the reason for that, but we must respect his wisdom.” 

Jaller frowned. “Are you certain it really is Turaga Dume?” He remembered well the story of how 
the evil Makuta had once taken on Dume’s shape in an effort to conquer Metru Nui. 

“Onewa has looked into his mind,” Nokama answered. “Yes, it is the true Turaga.” She paused, 
then added, “I am sorry to have burdened you with this, Jaller, for there is nothing that can be done. But 
at least now, when the stars are extinguished and the end comes, you will understand.” 
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Without another word, Turaga Nokama departed, leaving Jaller to ponder her message. The news 
was devastating, but it did not leave him feeling lost or hopeless. Tahu had always told him that you could 
not fight a shadow — you had to perceive the shape and substance of your enemy to defeat him. Now he 
knew what they faced, and that was the first step toward victory. 

There is something | can do, he decided. But I will not tell Takanuva or the Turaga — they would only try 
to stop me, and every moment matters now. 

He ran from the ruins, plans already forming in his brain. He would need help — the best, most 
trustworthy, and bravest Matoran he could find — and then they would go to Voya Nui themselves. They 
would find the Toa Nuva and this Mask of Life, they would help to save the Great Spirit. Somehow, they 
would make things right. 

He didn’t fool himself. A journey deemed too dangerous to Toa would probably mean a quick end 
to Matoran. But he also knew there was no choice. And although he had never met Garan, the same 
words uttered by that Matoran echoed in his mind now: 

You don’t have to be a Toa to be a hero. 
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Turaga Dume, elder of Metru Nui, slammed shut the door of his chamber. Although his face was 
covered by a Kanohi mask, no one needed to see his expression to know he was filled with cold fury. He 
looked at the six Turaga assembled around the table, then made a sound of disgust and turned away. 

“We have reached the end,” he said, staring out the window at the city he loved. “In a matter of 
weeks — perhaps months — the Great Spirit Mata Nui will be dead. When he dies, so, too, will our universe. 
It is time to lower our voices, avert our eyes, and wait for the darkness.” 

He turned abruptly and pointed a shaking finger at the other Turaga. “But one of you... could not 
let our tale conclude with dignity. One of you has betrayed us!” 

Stunned by the accusation, the six Turaga looked at each other. Since their return to Metru Nui, 
they had spent almost all of their time in this chamber, trying to think of some way to forestall disaster. 
Turaga Dume and Turaga Nuju had read in the stars that Mata Nui was not merely asleep, as they had 
long believed, but was actually dying. Only the legendary Kanohi Mask of Life could save him. 

In desperation, the Turaga sent the heroic Toa Nuva on a quest to the island of Voya Nui. Their 
mission was to find the Mask of Life and save the Great Spirit. Many days had passed with no word and 
no sign of them, until even Turaga Vakama conceded that they must have failed... or worse. Only the Toa 
of Light remained in the city, and there had been much debate about sending him to rescue the others. 
But it was agreed that a single Toa, even one as powerful as he, would stand no chance if six Toa Nuva 
had fallen. More, Dume insisted that if by some miracle the Toa Nuva did return with the mask, Takanuva’s 
presence in the city would be of vital importance. 

That left the Turaga with nothing to do but wait and hope. As one day turned into the next, it 
became increasingly obvious that it was all in vain. The Toa Nuva were gone, the Great Spirit was doomed, 
and all he had created would perish with him. 

“We had agreed that the Matoran would not be told,” Dume continued. “After their great efforts 
to return to their homeland, it would be beyond cruelty to tell them their time would be cut short. So 
now | must ask — who among you dared to break this agreement? Who told the Matoran their world is 
about to die?” 

“Now, wait,” said Onewa, Turaga of Stone. “How do you even know anything was revealed? | 
hear no shouting in the streets, no wailing that the end is coming. Believe me, in my time, | have come to 
know the sounds of panic, and there are none to be heard.” 

Dume sat down heavily in his chair, as if the weight of all his years was on his shoulders. “Jaller is 
gone,” he replied. “Jaller, who insisted strongly that the Matoran had to know where the Toa Nuva had 
gone, and why. And with him are Matoro, Nuparu, Kongu, Hewkii, and Hahli, all of them vanished from 
their homes overnight. They were last seen in Le-Metru, heading for the abandoned underwater chutes 
that lead to the south.” 

“You don’t mean...?” began Whenua. 

“Jaller would never be so foolish,” said Vakama. 
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“Oh no,” whispered Nokama, looking stricken. “I never thought he would...” 

Dume turned to look at her. When he spoke, his voice was hard. “So. You told Jaller.” 

“Yes,” Nokama replied, with more than a hint of defiance in her voice. “We are facing the possible 
end of the universe. The Matoran — our friends — have a right to know why they are going to die. But | 
never imagined Jaller would try to act on what | had shared with him.” 

Nuju whistled sharply twice, and then made a slashing motion across his throat. Vakama nodded 
in agreement. “You’re right, Nuju. They will never make it to Voya Nui alive. We have no choice. We will 
have to send Takanuva to bring them back.” 

“Something | would gladly do,” Dume replied. “Except that he’s gone, too.” 


“You shouldn’t have come,” said Jaller. 

“You shouldn’t have gone,” Takanuva answered. 

The two of them were scouting ahead, while the other five Matoran moved cautiously across the 
blasted landscape. They had emerged from the underwater chutes only a few minutes before to find 
themselves on a long, narrow land bridge. They had no clear idea how to reach their destination, other 
than to travel south and then “up”. 

“Hahli was right,” Jaller muttered. “It would have been easier to return to Mata Nui and sail south 
from there.” 

“It’s a big ocean,” said the Toa of Light. “We still might never have found it. I’m not sure what one 
Toa and six Matoran will be able to do against whatever stopped the Toa Nuva, anyway.” 

“Whatever it is, we'll do it. But you should turn back. If anything happens to you, the city will be 
defenseless.” 

Takanuva gave a bitter chuckle. “And if Mata Nui dies, the city won’t matter. Besides, | couldn’t 
let you have all this fun by yourselves.” 

Jaller paused on a rise. In the distance he could see a tunnel mouth, and beyond that... what? 
There was no way to know. The Toa Nuva had traveled to Voya Nui in protective canisters, for the 
Turaga had said any other means of travel would be too dangerous. That meant the Matoran could not 
count on any opposition ahead having already been dealt with, for the Toa had not passed this way. 

“Do you remember that time | went to Le-Wahi, and you had to come find me?” Takanuva asked, 
recalling when he had been a Matoran. “You know, in the cave.” 

“The cave full of stone rats,” Jaller said, nodding. “You were about to be dessert.” 

“You charged in, grabbed me... we both fell down a hole... ended up in a venomous rockworm 
nest,” said Takanuva, smiling. “Had to dig our way through a tunnel full of the remains of its meals to make 
it back to the surface. What a nightmare.” 

“| remember,” said Jaller. “What made you think of that?” 

“Just that | have a feeling that trip is going to seem like a Naming Day celebration compared to 
this one,” answered the Toa of Light. “Go back, Jaller. Let me find the Toa Nuva and the Mask of Life. It’s 
my job.” 

Jaller shook his head. “We all live in this universe. That means saving it is everyone’s job.” 

Takanuva sighed. It was next to impossible to win an argument with Jaller, especially when he was 
right. Rather than continue the debate, the Toa of Light pointed up ahead. “At least let me scout the 
tunnel alone. If there is anything in there, I’m better equipped to deal with it.” 

“Be careful,” said Jaller. 

Takanuva laughed. “Now where’s the fun in that?” 


The six Matoran stood on the plateau, watching as Takanuva prepared to enter the tunnel. He had done 
a brief test of his elemental and mask powers, abilities he was still not completely used to. Once he felt 
ready, he surrounded his body with a luminescent glow and headed for the entrance. 

Jaller watched as his friend took one step into the tunnel and utterly vanished. He blinked and 
looked again, for it made no sense. The Toa of Light’s aura should have been able to pierce any darkness, 


making him visible until he was well inside the tunnel. Jaller could only think of one thing to say about this 
turn of events. 
“Uh oh.” 


In his previous life, as a Matoran, Takanuva had journeyed all over the island of Mata Nui. He had plunged 
into the frigid depths of the sea and climbed the snowy peak of Mount Ihu. He knew how it felt to be 
blasted with frigid air in the snowfields of Ko-Wahi. But he had never experienced true cold before, not 
like this. 

His aura had vanished the instant he entered the tunnel. His efforts to restore it had failed, along 
with every other attempt to use his powers. He had stood up to Makuta, the master of shadows, and 
won, yet this darkness was proof against anything the Toa of Light could throw against it. Worse, it felt 
like he was surrounded by a mountain of ice, almost as though the warmth was being drained right out of 
his body. 

He turned around, thinking it best to head back out again. But with the darkness so thick, he 
couldn’t be sure he was facing the entrance anymore. If he went the wrong way, he might be lost forever. 

Takanuva digested that cheerful thought. Then he called upon the Mask of Light again, reasoning 
that maybe a pinpoint beam of light might succeed where a wider glow had failed. His spirit soared when 
he actually saw the laser shoot forth. But a second later, it too, had been consumed by the darkness. 

“Consumed...” 

Yes, that was what it felt like. It wasn’t that his powers were failing. Something in this tunnel was 
devouring his light, something hidden and powerful... and very hungry. 

Takanuva shuddered, but this time it wasn’t from the cold. 


Garan sat on a rock and wondered how everything had managed to go so wrong. For a thousand 
years, he and other Matoran had eked out an existence on the island of Voya Nui. It wasn’t easy, not with 
frequent volcanic eruptions, a dwindling water supply, no Turaga to lead them, and no Toa to protect 
them. Still, they somehow managed to thrive on this rocky island. 

Then, mere weeks ago, it seemed as if their lives were about to change for the better. Six canisters 
washed up on the icy shore of the island. The powerful figures who emerged from them stated that they 
were Toa, come to guide the Matoran to a more secure future. Although, in some respects, they did not 
look like Toa — none of them wore Kanohi masks, for example — most Matoran were so thrilled by the 
newcomers’ arrival that acceptance was easy. 

From the start, the behavior of these new “Toa” was strange. They did little to improve the daily 
lives of the Matoran. They committed acts of what could best be called casual cruelty. When they did 
finally put the Matoran to work on major tasks, they were bizarre ones. Some Matoran were detailed to 
build a vast stronghold, one which they would never be allowed to enter. Others were set to work digging 
holes in the side of the volcano and carving vast trenches to collect the lava that spilled out. 

It wasn’t until later that Garan and a small group of his friends discovered the truth. These Toa 
were in fact raiders called Piraka, who had come to the island in search of some treasure they believed 
was hidden in the volcano. Worse, they were storing some sort of virus in their stronghold, one powerful 
enough to completely enslave a Matoran. 

Before Garan’s group could act on what they had learned, the Piraka struck. When they were 
done, virtually the entire Matoran population of Voya Nui had been made into slaves. In a desperate 
maneuver, Garan’s best friend, Balta, got close enough to steal one of the virus spheres and bring it back 
to the others. Then he had vanished into the mountains, trying to lead away the Piraka who pursued him. 

For the hundredth time in the past hour, Garan climbed up on an overhanging rock and scanned 
the mountainside for Balta. Lightning flashes illuminated the area for a kio around, but of his friend, there 
was no sign. 

If they caught him, he’s as good as dead, he told himself. Or worse, he’s become one of their mindless 
workers, laboring amidst the lava. No — I'll die myself before PII let that be his fate. 

“Still no sign?” 

Garan turned to see Dalu approaching. She had already asked three times to be allowed to search 
for Balta. Garan said no, fearing that if the Piraka were nearby, she would be lost as well. 

“No.” 

“Then I’m going,” she said firmly. “He’s out there and I’Il find him.” 

“And if he’s dead?” 

“Then I'll avenge him,” said Dalu. 
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Piruk scrambled up the slope, out of breath. He had to take a few gulps of air before he could get 
his message out. “I saw them — the Piraka! Hakann was in the lead, and he was carrying someone up to 
the volcano crater. | think he is going to throw someone into the lava!” 

Garan glanced at Dalu. They were both thinking the same thing: Balta must have been captured 
and the Piraka were executing him. “Get the others!” Garan shouted at Piruk. “We leave now!” 


The Piraka known as Reidak grunted under his burden. While the others had to carry only one Toa apiece, 
he was stuck with two, the Toa of Fire and the Toa of Water. It wasn’t the first time he had been used as 
a pack hauler for the group, but that didn’t make him any happier about it. 

“Where’s Zaktan?” he growled, looking around for the Piraka leader. “How come he doesn’t have 
to carry one of these guys up the mountain?” 

“That’s simple,” said Hakann. “Because he has us to do it.” 

“He took the masks and weapons we collected from these Toa back to the stronghold,” said 
Avak, “leaving us to throw out the trash.” 

Hakann chuckled. These six Toa had appeared on Voya Nui and wound up on the losing end of a 
battle with the Piraka. Some of the victors had wanted to take the Toa prisoner and find out why they 
had come to this Mata Nui-forsaken hunk of rock. Did they know about the powerful Kanohi mask said 
to be hidden here? Were they out to get it for themselves, or had something else brought them to this 
volcanic isle? 

Zaktan made it clear he didn’t care. Even minus their masks and weapons, Toa were too much 
potential trouble. He ordered that they be tossed into the volcano and left to burn. Then he took the 
loot and departed. 

Hakann glanced over his shoulder at the semiconscious Toa of Ice he carried. He had briefly 
considered approaching one of these Toa about an alliance of convenience against Zaktan. Then he decided 
that Toa, as a group, were too simplemindedly noble to ever consider such a thing. Zaktan was right about 
one thing — it did make more sense to kill the lot of them. 

“How much farther?” snapped Vezok. “This Toa of Earth isn’t getting any lighter.” 

“Then you shouldn’t have hit him so hard,” replied Hakann. “Just think — a little while ago, he was 
an all-powerful hero who could make... well, dirt do his bidding. Now he’s just a heavily armored load for 
Vezok to carry and dump.” 

“Keep talking,” replied Vezok. “You'll be following him into the lava.” 

“| don’t think so,” Hakann shot back. “I doubt | would look good charred black.” 

Avak suddenly stopped and dumped Pohatu Nuva on the ground. “I’m taking a rest. Whether he 
goes into the fire now or two minutes from now, he’s just as dead.” 

“Why delay?” said Hakann, continuing up the slope. “I haven’t gotten to kill a Toa in weeks. | say 
we throw them all in at once and see which one hits first.” 


Tahu Nuva’s eyes flickered open. The first thing he noticed was that the ground was moving beneath him, 
but he was not walking. Then he realized both that his body felt strangely weak, and the reason for that — 
his Kanohi mask was gone. He glanced around for it, trying to conceal the fact that he was awake, but saw 
no sign. 

It all came back to him. The Piraka... the sword fight... defeat. With their masks, the Toa Nuva 
had been unable to defeat these new enemies. What chance did they have without them? 

He took a chance and lifted his head just enough to see where they were going. Up ahead, plumes 
of white smoke were rising from the crater of the volcano. It didn’t take a genius to figure out their 
ultimate destination. The only way out he saw was to unleash whatever he could of his elemental power 
against Reidak, and hope it was enough to down the Piraka. Then he could rally the other Toa and they 
could make their escape. 

Even as he conceived the plan, he realized it was doomed. But he wasn’t going to go to his death 
being carried like a wounded Rahi. Better to go down fighting. 


Tahu readied himself for the attack. That was when he noticed his hands were shaking. It took a 
moment for him to realize it wasn’t just his hands, but his whole body, and Reidak, and in fact the entire 
mountainside. 

“What’s going on?” Reidak yelled. 

“If there were a brain inside that thick armored skull of yours, you would know,” Hakann 
answered, throwing Kopaka Nuva aside. “The volcano is erupting!” 

As if on command, the mountaintop exploded, raining rock and magma and ash down upon them. 
The Piraka dropped their captives and scattered, trying to outrace the lava flow. Tahu instinctively tried 
to throw up a shield to protect himself and the others, before remembering he had no Mask of Shielding 
anymore. 

“Pohatu!” he shouted. “We need you!” 

The Toa Nuva of Stone was still trying to clear his head. The first thing he saw when his vision 
cleared was a wave of lava heading for a still-stunned Gali Nuva. There wasn’t time to worry about where 
his Mask of Speed had gone, only to act. Summoning what elemental power he could, he raised a wall of 
stone to block the molten flow. 

Seizing the chance, Lewa dashed over, grabbed Gali, and dragged her away even as the stone wall 
began to melt. “We need a bigger barricade!” he yelled. 

“| can’t!” said Pohatu, helping Onua to his feet. “Without the mask, my power is too weak.” 

“Then make... small ones,” the Toa of Earth muttered. “Lots of them.” 

The six Toa Nuva staggered, stumbled, and ran across the mountainside as the lava flowed 
inexorably toward them. All along the way, Pohatu used his waning power to throw up stone barriers to 
check the magma’s progress. They didn’t work for long, and when they melted, the lava surged forward. 
Kopaka got caught in one such surge and badly burned his right leg. Had Tahu not been close by to help 
him, he would have fallen and been incinerated by the molten mass. 

The Toa Nuva kept going long after they were clear of the volcano, heading northeast. Finally, 
Tahu climbed on a boulder that afforded him a good view of the ground they had covered. Seeing no sign 
of the Piraka, he signaled the others to rest. 

“If we’re fortunate, they’ll think we’re dead,” the Toa Nuva of Fire said. “If not, they will be hunting 
us soon.” 

“Good,” Kopaka answered. He was using his ice power to soothe the damage done to his muscle 
tissue, but nothing could hide the scorch marks on his armor. “I owe them for some pain. | intend to pay 
them back in kind.” 

“Who are they?” asked Gali. 

“| don’t know,” answered Tahu. “But until we know otherwise, we have to assume they are here 
for the same thing we are: the Kanohi Mask of Life. And if they get it first, we can forget about saving the 
life of the Great Spirit. Mata Nui will die and the universe will go with him. We need our masks, we need 
our weapons... then we will settle our score with the Piraka.” 

From his perch atop a rocky ledge, Lewa broke in. “Visitors, coming from the north. Five 
Matoran.” 

“We can use them,” said Gali. “They know this island, and we don’t. They might even know where 
our masks would have been hidden. It looks like we will need any help we can get to achieve this mission.” 

“Achieve it, sister?” commented Kopaka. “I would say we need help just to survive it.” 


Dalu spotted the Toa Nuva first. “Strangers,” she said. “There, in those rocks ahead. Not Matoran... not 
Piraka. Toa, maybe?” 

A rumble of thunder rolled through the sky, followed by bright flashes of lightning. The storm had 
been building in intensity for days. Clouds blotted out the sun and the stars, all save one. For some 
unexplained reason, a lone red star managed to shine even through the thickest, blackest of storm clouds. 
Even more bizarre, the Onu-Matoran could have sworn the lightning was actually coming from the star 
itself. 
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“What do you think, Velika?” Garan asked, turning to the Po-Matoran. 

“It is said that there was once a Rahi who looked up at the stars and believed them to be food 
belonging to a larger creature,” Velika answered softly. “Each night, he would climb the tallest mountain 
and jump as high as he could, hoping to snatch a star for himself. Finally, he decided it could not be done, 
and more, that they were not food at all.” 

“Is there a point, and can you get to it?” grumbled Kazi. The Ko-Matoran had long ago lost patience 
with Velika’s anecdotes. 

“All proceeded as it must,” continued the Po-Matoran. “Until the night the Rahi saw the great red 
star. That, he decided, must be a wonderful, delicious piece of fruit dangling from some far-off tree. So he 
climbed the mountain again, and this time he got a running start and jumped with all his might.” 

Kazi frowned. It was bad enough when Velika got started on one of these stories. It was worse 
when Kazi got drawn into them and had to find out the end. “So what happened?” 

Velika started, as if suddenly remembering that the story had to have an ending. “Oh, what 
happened? What happened, let’s see... oh, yes, he went off the cliff and broke every bone in his body.” 

Kazi immediately began using the old Ko-Matoran trick of counting to himself to prevent an 
explosion of temper. With Velika, he sometimes reached numbers in the high seven digits. 

“Even | am not sure what that one means,” admitted Piruk. 

“The Rahi fooled himself once, and found only frustration,” explained Garan. “But when he fooled 
himself twice... that was far worse.” 

“He’s saying they’re not Toa,” said Dalu. 

Garan shook his head. “He’s saying we can’t take the chance of being wrong again. If they are Toa, 
we will apologize later, when they recover. For now, ready your weapons — we attack.” 
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Balta sank down to the floor of the cave. How long had he been in here? Hours? Days? He had 
lost track of time quickly after discovering that the Piraka had trapped him and left him to die. 

He had been fleeing Thok and Vezok when he ducked inside the cavern. Finding a good hiding 
place, he waited, planning to ambush whichever Piraka came in looking for him. Vezok entered, did a quick 
search, and left before Balta could spring his trap. To the Matoran’s surprise, the Piraka had then rolled a 
huge boulder over the mouth of the cave, sealing him inside. 

He knew | was in here. He just didn’t know where, and he wasn’t going to go exploring, Balta thought. 
There isn’t any other way out of here. Air’s already getting thin. | hope the others escaped, at least... 

Balta closed his eyes and began to drift into unconsciousness. He wondered if Dalu and the others 
were searching for him. Even if they were, it wouldn’t matter. They would never be able to move that 
boulder. Balta doubted if even Garan’s pulse bolts could demolish it in time. 

A sharp crack suddenly punctuated his thoughts. At first, he thought someone might be striking 
the boulder. Then he realized the sound hadn’t come from that direction, but rather from the cave wall. 
An instant later, there was another crack and the wall actually split in two. Balta caught a brief flash of 
what looked like a massive axe blade slicing through the stone. 

Oh, | get it, he said to himself. I’ve lost my mind. 

“Well, what are you waiting for, Naming Day?” said a deep, rumbling voice. “Get out of there!” 

Balta got up and peered through the crevice. A tunnel extended well beyond it, but it showed no 
signs of having been dug. Instead, it looked as if the stone had been cleaved. A huge figure, axe in hand, 
was standing there waiting for him, but it was too dark to make out his features. 

“Go and find a place to hide,” the figure said. “The Piraka are in complete control of the island. 
Next time they spot you, Balta, they won’t trap you... they will kill you.” 

“Who are you?” asked the Matoran, stepping into the tunnel. “How do you know my name?” 

“Let us just say | am a friend,” said the massive figure. “A friend who wishes he could do more to 
help right now, but even my powers are limited. Go. Get to your companions and tell them to stay out 
of the Piraka’s way.” 

Balta did as he was bid, but shook his head as he ran. “I can do the first, but not the last,” he called 
back. “They have captured our home, and we will take it back!” 

“Then at least stop them from making the terrible mistake they soon will make, Balta. Or else, | 
tell you truly, they will be cursed in the sight of Mata Nui for all time.” 

The mighty figure watched the Matoran run off. The villagers would sacrifice everything for each 
other, even their lives, in an effort to free Voya Nui. Sadly, he reflected on a time when he, too, had had 
a friend for whom he would have given his life. But that was past now, or soon would be. All he had left 
was the cause he believed in. 

And that | will never surrender, he thought grimly. Not so long as the Great Spirit Mata Nui lives. 


Far from Voya Nui, Jaller had at last run out of patience. 

“Takanuva! Takanuva!” he called into the dark tunnel mouth. Behind him, the other five Matoran 
watched uneasily. 

“Maybe he’s hurt,” said Hahli. “We should go in after him.” 

“Not unprotected,” said Nuparu. “Give me a few minutes and maybe | can put something together. 
| brought my tools with me.” 

“We haven’t got a few minutes,” said Jaller. “Kongu, Hewkii, come with me. Hahli, Matoro, 
Nuparu, give us thirty seconds and then you follow. Make sure your lightstones are lit, and stay together.” 

The three Matoran stepped into the shadows of the tunnel. Instantly, the glow of their lightstones 
vanished. Curious and concerned, Hahli took a few steps forward and extended her lightstone into the 
tunnel. As soon as it entered the mouth, its illumination disappeared. Then she withdrew it, only to find 
it still as bright as before. 

“Now, that’s weird,” she said. 

“Here,” said Nuparu, extending a length of cable to her. “I salvaged this from the ruins in Metru 
Nui. Loop the cable around your waist so we three are linked together. Once we’re inside, keep talking. 
If light doesn’t work in there, then we can follow the sound of your voice.” 

Hahli turned and started inside the tunnel. Matoro’s words stopped her. “Hahli, before we go 
in... there’s something... Turaga Nuju said something.” 

The Ga-Matoran turned. Matoro had been Nuju’s translator for centuries and was bound by an 
oath never to repeat anything he learned as a result of that position. For him to even consider breaking 
that oath, it had to be something serious. 

Matoro took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “Nuju said they sent the Toa to Voya Nui in 
canisters, like the ones they used to come to Mata Nui. He said there was no other safe way for them to 
make the journey. He said... he said the way to Voya Nui passes through a land of the dead.” 

Hahli reached out to put a comforting hand on his arm. “Matoro, the Turaga speak in riddles 
sometimes. You know that. I’ve rowed through winding streams that were straighter than their words, 
most times. There is no ‘land of the dead,’ any more than there is some hidden paradise called Artakha. 
They are just legends, my friend. Now, let’s go.” 

Matoro nodded and fell into step behind Nuparu. But he couldn’t help thinking how frequently 
the legends told by Turaga turned out to be all too painfully true. 

As soon as he crossed the threshold into the tunnel, Matoro’s lightstone went out. The same had 
obviously happened to the others, as he was surrounded by complete darkness. Despite Nuparu’s advice, 
Hahli was staying silent, which Matoro found unnerving. 

“Speak up!” he shouted. “Where are you?” At least, those are the words his mouth formed, but 
no sound emerged. He reached down and felt the cable around his waist — yes, it was still there, and still 
taut. The others had to be up ahead of him. 

He stumbled forward in the darkness, once almost tripping on a rock. He stuck his arm out and 
could feel the stone wall to the side, but could not find Nuparu in front of him. If it had not been for the 
cable, he would have felt hopelessly lost, alone, desperate, and maybe even panicked. As it was, at least 
he didn’t feel alone. 

He stumbled again, this time over something that felt alive. He reached down and felt someone 
grab his hand. Matoro smiled. It felt good to make physical contact with one of his friends, even if they 
couldn’t see each other or speak. He helped the prone figure to his feet and held tight to his hand, trying 
to lead him out of the darkness. 

Matoro felt a tug on the cable, then another. He picked up the pace, still guiding his unseen friend. 
Around a corner, he spotted light — wonderful light, glorious light! There were Hahli, Nuparu, Takanuva, 
Jaller... and Hewkii... and Kongu... and... 

And if they are all there... whose hand am | holding? 

Matoro turned quickly even as he felt the hand in his slip away. There was no one to be seen. He 
turned back to his friends, looking down at his hand and trying not to show how shaken he felt. 
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“What is it? You look upset,” said Hahli. 
“Just... missing someone,” he replied, not looking up at her. “Or some... thing.” 


“What do you mean, you left the Toa on the slope?” Zaktan hissed. The emerald-armored leader of the 
Piraka looked from one member of his team to the other, his expression daring them to speak. 

“What were we supposed to do?” Vezok finally growled. “Stand there and burn with them? The 
lava was heading right for them. By now they’re charred armor, and not much else.” 

Zaktan’s eyes glowed red. Twin lasers shot from them and struck Vezok. The impact of the blow 
knocked the Piraka across the room and seared a hole in his shoulder armor. 

“You were supposed to follow your orders,” said Zaktan in a deathly quiet tone. “Getting rid of 
those Toa Nuva was more important than your miserable lives. | would gladly have sacrificed the five of 
you to be rid of the six of them.” 

“We like you, too,” muttered Avak. 

“These are Toa,” Zaktan continued. “lt was Toa who defeated the Dark Hunters when we 
attempted to conquer Metru Nui. It was Toa who engineered the war between us and the Brotherhood 
of Makuta that still rages today. Leaving a Toa, any Toa, alive is like keeping a doom viper for 
companionship.” 

“Hey, we’ve all fought Toa before,” growled Reidak. “Some of us even look forward to it. But like 
Vezok said, they’re dead. Ashes. I’m sure of it.” 

Zaktan allowed the microscopic protodites that made up his body to drift apart until he resembled 
a dark cloud hovering over the Piraka. When he spoke, his voice seemed to come from everywhere at 
once. “Il remember the last time you were ‘sure,’ Reidak. Do you?” 

The cloud drifted toward the vat of antidermis, the strange substance that had transformed Voya 
Nui’s Matoran into hollow-eyed slaves. “Once, we were seven, or have you forgotten?” Zaktan continued. 
“Our seventh member discovered the existence of the Mask of Life along with us, and the clues to where 
it was hidden. You were sure, Reidak, that he would not betray us. You were wrong. 

“He came to this island on his own, in secret, determined to brave the fires of the volcano and 
steal the mask.” The protodites drifted together once more, forming a body for Zaktan. He grinned evilly. 
“And he never returned.” 

“Perhaps he found the mask,” said Hakann. “Did you ever think of that?” 

Zaktan stared off into space for a moment. When next he spoke, the multitude of voices that 
usually came from his lips had been joined by one other, a guttural growl none of the Piraka had ever 
heard before. “No,” he said. “If the Mask of Life had been found... | would know.” 

None of the Piraka were sure whether they believed Zaktan. At the same time, none were foolish 
enough to openly disagree with him. After a few moments, he turned his attention back to them. 

“How many Matoran died in the eruption?” 

“Too many,” said Thok. “Work has stopped completely on some parts of the mountain. The lava 
is only being drained out of the volcano at half the rate of before.” 

“Hakann, make them work harder,” ordered Zaktan. “Make an example of some of them if you 
believe it will pierce their dull brains. Avak, you remain here with me. The rest of you — find the Toa Nuva. 
Kill them. If there is a Toa still alive at sundown... you won't be.” 

Hakann, Thok, Vezok, and Reidak filed out of the chamber. Thok glanced over his shoulder and 
saw Zaktan already deep in conversation with Avak. “What do you think they’re talking about?” 

“Doom. Destruction. The end of all existence,” said Hakann, sounding bored. “You know Zaktan, 
always great company.” 

“Remind me,” said Vezok, nursing his wounded shoulder. “Was he always the hind-quarters of a 
Muaka, or is this something new?” 

Reidak shook his head. “He’s worse now. Ever since we went to Metru Nui and found Makuta’s 
shattered armor, he’s been a little... on edge. He stopped caring about loot, or even grabbing a city for 
ourselves. All he wanted was the Mask of Life.” 


Hakann chuckled. “Mask of Life for him,” he said. “But death, perhaps, for all of us?” 


“Anyone who wants to turn back, now is the time,” said Jaller. Stretching before them was a long, 
narrow strip of land, flanked on either side by a violent sea. In the distance, they could see a natural stone 
archway, and beyond that, a winding, torturous path between two peaks. 

“Right, | want to quick-go back through that tunnel again,” Kongu said, sarcastically. “I haven’t had 
that much fun since | rode a Gukko that had hiccups.” 

“We shouldn’t waste time,” said Hahli. “If we are going, then let’s go.” 

The group began walking again. Takanuva hung back to walk beside the Ga-Matoran. “You seem 
uncertain about all this, Hahli.” 

“I am,” she replied. “As the Chronicler, it’s my job to record the adventures of Toa... just as it 
was your job before me. Now I’m afraid the last chronicle | write will be obituaries for us all.” 

Takanuva nodded. “Maybe. | don’t agree with how Jaller did this, but | do see why he acted. If we 
did nothing, you would be writing a last tribute to the entire universe, Hahli, not just six Matoran and one 
novice Toa.” 

“You’re not a novice,” Hahli said, with a little smile. “You beat Makuta, after all.” 

“| got lucky,” said the Toa of Light. “His pride made him want to challenge me one-on-one, his 
shadow versus my light. If he had used the other powers he commands, well, things might have turned 
out differently. You know, | glimpsed his mind when we were briefly merged into one being... It’s a 
labyrinth, all twists and turns and places that have seen no light in centuries.” 

“You still defeated him,” said Hahli. “Your light was stronger than his darkness.” 

Takanuva shrugged. “Or he let me win. Maybe he thought it was inevitable that we would make 
our way back to Metru Nui eventually, so he decided to pick the time. Maybe the whole thing was just 
part of some bigger plot.” 

Hahli looked up at the Toa, puzzled. “Bigger?” 

“Im just guessing, but what if... what if he hatched a plan so deadly that it wouldn’t matter if the 
Matoran returned to Metru Nui or not? What if, in the end, he decided that carrying out that plan mattered 
more than beating me?” 

“If you’re right, | don’t think much of his planning skills,” said Hahli. “After all, he got himself killed, 
remember?” 

“It certainly seemed that way,” Takanuva replied. “Didn’t it?” 

Their conversation was cut short by a shout from Hewkii. The Po-Matoran was up ahead, trying 
to pry something out of the ground. Exerting all his strength, he finally tore it loose, only to go tumbling 
over backward from the effort. He sprang up, holding his prize in his hands: a dirt-encrusted, slightly 
battered Kanohi mask. Smiling, he took off his own mask and slipped the new one on, only to remove it 
almost instantly. 

“It’s a Great Mask!” he said. “I could feel the power in it.” 


Takanuva took it from him and examined it. “I don’t recognize the design. Turaga Vakama might, 
though. | wonder what it does.” 

Before any could protest, he removed his Mask of Light and put on Hewkii’s find. At first, nothing 
happened. Then Takanuva suddenly said, “I am not taking too many chances, Hahli.” 

“What?” said the Ga-Matoran. “What are you talking about?” 

“You said | was taking a risk by putting this mask on. | heard you.” 

“| never said anything!” Hahli protested. 

“She’s telling the truth,” said Hewkii. “Maybe it has something to do with the mask... Maybe it’s 
defective?” 

“Or maybe it works just fine,” said Jaller. “Hahli, be honest — what were you thinking when he put 
the mask on?” 

The Ga-Matoran shrugged, obviously uncomfortable. “I was thinking... well... that we only have 
one Toa with us and he shouldn’t be braving any unnecessary dangers.” 

“You heard her thoughts,” Jaller said to Takanuva. “It’s a Mask of Telepathy. It must have belonged 
to some other Toa who passed this way, who knows how long ago.” 

“Passed this way, or never went any farther than this?” asked the Toa of Light, quickly replacing 
the mask with his own. “What are the odds the rest of that Toa is underneath our feet?” 

Jaller didn’t answer. There wasn’t any need. 


The Matoran camped about three-quarters of the way to the archway. Jaller stood watch while Hahli, 
Hewkii, Nuparu, and Kongu slept. Takanuva had wandered off by himself. Periodically, Jaller would pause 
to take a closer look at the Kanohi mask they had found and wonder what sort of Toa had worn it. 

Matoro had tried to sleep, but could not. He finally gave up trying and went to join Jaller. 
“Anything?” 

Jaller shook his head. “Just rocks and water. | don’t even see any Rahi. How about you?” 

“No, | don’t see anything, either.” 

“| was asking about what you didn’t see,” said Jaller. “Back in the tunnel... something obviously 
rattled you in there.” 

“We’re someplace we’re not supposed to be,” Matoro replied, looking away. “That’s all.” 

“You could have said the same about Mata Nui,” said Jaller. “We were never meant to live there. 
We should have been on Metru Nui all those years. Makuta’s crimes threw the universe off balance. We’re 
making this journey to try and right it.” 

“What if that’s not possible?” asked the Ko-Matoran. “What if things have just been wrong for 
too long? | mean, look at this place! Nothing lives here; | doubt anything ever could. This place is dead, 
Jaller, and if we stay here, then we might be —” 

“Jaller!” The two Matoran turned to see Takanuva running toward them. “A Matoran!” he 
shouted. “I just saw a Matoran inside the archway!” 

The others had awakened due to the commotion. Now they gathered around as the Toa of Light 
shared his experience. “I was walking along the coastline, wondering about the Toa who had worn that 
mask. Then | glanced up and there he was — a Matoran | had never seen before. He looked at me from 
the other side of the archway, with fear in his eyes. | used a fraction of my power, just enough to create 
a soft glow, but before | could say anything, he ran.” 

Jaller frowned. What was a Matoran doing way out here? The same thing they were? Or was there 
more going on than any of them were aware of? 

“Come on. Let’s find him,” he said finally. “No one should be alone in this desolation.” 

“How do we know he’s alone?” asked Kongu as they started for the archway. 

“How do we know he’s even a Matoran?” Matoro added. 

“Well, what else could he be?” 

Remembering the hand holding his in the tunnel, Matoro answered, “Oh, you don’t want to 
know.” 


Takanuva led the way back to the archway, Jaller and Hewkii close behind. There was no sign of 
any Matoran or anything else up ahead. Matoro glanced around as he ran, just to make sure something 
wasn’t using this sighting as bait for an ambush. 

“This way!” yelled the Toa of Light as he approached the stone arch. An instant later, he went 
flying backward, crashing into the Matoran behind him. Shaken, he got to his feet and ran toward the 
archway again. As soon as he reached the threshold, he slammed into an invisible barrier and was knocked 
to the ground. 

Now he was angry. Rising, he hurled two narrow beams of light at the unseen obstacle. They 
ricocheted wildly, almost burning a hole through Kongu. 

“Watch it!” snapped the Le-Matoran. “We’re on the same side, remember?” 

Nuparu took a few steps toward the archway, then stopped. Cautiously, he reached out and felt... 
nothing at all. Puzzled, he took another step, and passed right through as if no barrier were there. 

Emboldened by the sight, Takanuva went to follow him. But for him, nothing had changed, because 
he still could not get through. “I don’t understand this,” he said, frustrated. “What lets a Matoran through, 
but bars a Toa?” 

The other five Matoran hesitantly crossed under the archway, leaving Takanuva the only one still 
on the other side. Jaller tried to go back and join him, but now found the barrier stopped him from 
returning the way he had come. 

“Explain this,” said the Ta-Matoran to Nuparu. 

The Onu-Matoran inventor shook his head. “There’s nothing mechanical inside the stone, at least 
as far as | can tell. There’s no sign of a power source. The barrier is there, but | can’t explain why.” 

“Maybe | can.” The words came from Hahli, who was holding a small stone tablet in her hand. “I 
found this on the ground, not far from here. It’s ancient, almost unbelievably so. Turaga Nuju showed me 
some of the marker stones kept in the Ko-Metru Knowledge Towers, and based on the carvings and 
symbols on this... it was made before Metru Nui even existed.” 

“Can you read it?” asked Kongu. 

“A few months ago, | would have said no,” replied Hahli. “But Nokama has been teaching me. She 
says | used to know how to do this, | just forgot. Anyway, let me try.” 

Hahli studied the tablet for a few minutes. She started to say something, then stopped and gave it 
some more thought. “It’s a warning,” she reported. “It reads something like... ‘This is a realm of shadow... 
of famine and plague and blight... This is a world of darkness... and there is no place for light.” 

Nuparu nodded. “Of course. It makes sense now.” 

“To you, maybe,” said Hewkii. “All | see is, whoever is in charge of attracting tourists here is doing 
a lousy job.” 

“I thought that tunnel we went through was just a natural phenomenon, something that doused 
lightstones. Now I’m wondering if maybe all illumination wasn’t actually being devoured. And if that wasn’t 
enough to send a bearer of light running home, we come here, where light is actively repelled.” 

“Okay, but what about us? Why can’t we get back through?” asked Matoro. “We don’t have the 
power of light; only Takanuva does.” 

“| think the answer to that one is frighteningly simple,” said Nuparu. “Someone, or something, 
doesn’t want us to leave.” 

“This is insane,” said the Toa of Light. “You can’t keep going, Jaller. It’s a trap. Stay where you are, 
and l'Il find some way through that barrier.” 

“| don’t think you will, old friend,” said Jaller. “Not if it was built to keep you out. Go back to 
Metru Nui and tell the Turaga what has happened. Tell them... tell them not to send any help. We'll keep 
moving and hopefully find the Toa Nuva somewhere up ahead.” 

Takanuva reached out for his lifelong friend, but the barrier got in the way. “I can’t even shake 
your hand good-bye,” he said sadly. “This could be the last time | ever see you, and | can’t shake your 
hand.” 


“We'll see each other again,” said Jaller. “After all, who is going to keep you out of trouble if not 
me?” 

“And Toa get into much bigger trouble than Matoran... most of the time, anyway,” the Toa of 
Light said, trying to smile. “Hey, Jaller, you... | mean, you already died once for me. Don’t die again, okay? 
It would make for a lousy chronicle, the same thing happening a second time and all.” 

Jaller smiled and turned away, trying to hide his own emotions. After a moment, he said to the 
other Matoran, “Come on, we have to keep going. If something is after us, there’s no point in being a 
sitting target.” 

The small group said their good-byes to Takanuva. Hahli couldn’t even get the words out, just 
pressed her hand against the barrier to meet Takanuva’s. Then the party began walking away. 

“Jaller!” Takanuva shouted. The Ta-Matoran turned around. “Destiny should have chosen you to 
be the Toa of Light. You would make a great Toa.” 

“Thanks, but no, thanks,” Jaller replied. “It’s tough enough just being a Matoran.” 


This, Lewa Nuva decided, had been the worst day of his life. 

Bad enough to run into six Makuta wannabes who smiled while they were pounding you into 
oblivion, and having one of his air katana snapped in the process. Even more disturbing was being defeated 
and losing his Kanohi mask, along with those of the other Toa Nuva. But now the six most powerful 
heroes in the universe — at least, in his opinion — were under attack by five very angry Matoran. 

And worse — we're losing! he thought. 

“Nice bunch of villagers they have here,” he muttered, ducking under a pulse bolt. “I don’t think 
they much crave-need protection. | think we do.” 

Tahu Nuva threw up a wall of flame, temporarily cutting the Toa off from their attackers. “What 
do you want us to do?” he snapped. “Unleash our elemental powers and maybe kill them? Our best bet 
is to stall for time until we can find a way to prove to them who we are.” 

“When did you become so cautious?” asked Lewa. 

“Maybe I’ve grown up,” answered Tahu. “And before you question the wisdom of that, I'd remind 
you that I’m not the one missing a Toa tool because he charged into battle not knowing what he was up 
against.” 

“Enough!” yelled Gali. “You may have grown smarter, Tahu, but evidently your mouth hasn’t 
shared in the learning. And as for you, Lewa — aaaaahh!” 

Gali Nuva suddenly dropped to the ground, hands clamped over her eyes. An instant before, Dalu 
had used her bizarre abilities to enhance Gali’s sight far beyond its upper limits. For a brief moment, she 
could see everything — every atom, every molecule, from Voya Nui across the entire plane of existence. 
Then her sight pierced into other dimensions as well, places where concepts of time and space as she 
knew them had no meaning. She had immediately closed her eyes tight, but even through the protective 
lids, she could still see! 

“So much... so beautiful... and so terrible...,” she cried. “Beyond anything even the Great Beings 
could imagine...” 

“What’s wrong with her?” said Pohatu, kneeling beside the Toa Nuva of Water. 

“| don’t know,” said Kopaka quietly. “But | can only guess those Matoran are somehow 
responsible.” 

The Toa of Ice started forward, heedless of the wall of fire. Tahu reached out to stop him, but 
Kopaka shrugged him off. “I have had enough,” said the master of the winter storm. “And more than 
enough.” 

To Tahu’s amazement, Kopaka proceeded to walk through the fire. If he felt pain, he showed no 
sign of it. The Toa of Fire immediately doused the barrier and watched as his brother Toa marched toward 
their attackers. Pulse bolts and hurled boulders struck him dead-on, but never once did he waver. 

“Back him up,” Tahu told the others. 

“But you said —” Lewa began. 
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Tahu cut him off with a heated glare. “I said back him up.” 

He glanced up to see that Kopaka really needed no help. The usually cool and collected Toa had 
given in to an icy rage that showed no signs of abating. He had already flash-frozen three of the villagers, 
with only the Ga-Matoran and Onu-Matoran still fighting. 

“Do it while they are still alive,’ Tahu said. Pohatu, Onua, and Lewa dutifully charged forward, as 
much to restrain their fellow Toa as to fight their attackers. 

Tahu cradled Gali in his arms. Once, when he had been poisoned by a Rahkshi and driven to 
violence against his friends, it had been Gali who fought to bring him back. It had been her healing powers 
that had helped to save him. He had no such abilities — fire destroyed, it did not create or heal — but he 
would not leave her side, not until this crisis had passed. 

Her eyelids flickered and then opened. But the light in her eyes was different now, and frighteningly 
so. Tahu imagined it was how his must have looked when he was sickened and out of control. One glance 
was enough to see that madness had claimed Gali Nuva. 

“I can still see!” she shouted. Before he could react, she had summoned a fist of water from thin 
air and slammed him with it. Then she sprang up and ran headlong away from him, back in the direction 
of the volcano. He jumped up and started after her, realizing with dread that she was running straight for 
the Piraka. 

Behind him, the Matoran and the three Toa Nuva were at a standoff. Left to his own devices, 
Kopaka would have long since ended the battle. But Onua and Lewa had intervened and kept him from 
using killing force on those the Toa had vowed to protect. Now heroes and villagers stared at each other, 
waiting for someone to make a move. Only a few yards separated them physically, but the gulf between 
them was vast just the same. 

“Who are you?” said Garan. “And don’t try to tell me you are some new kind of Toa. | have heard 
that one before and it cost me almost all of my friends.” 

“Whether you believe it or not does not alter the facts,” replied Onua. “We are Toa Nuva, from 
the island of Mata Nui.” 

Garan snorted in derision. “Toa what? Island of what? Not only are you lying, they are not even 
good lies. There is no such thing as a Toa Nuva... and no island of Mata Nui exists, or we would know of 
it. You are allies of the Piraka, aren’t you, come to help them subjugate our brothers and sisters?” 

“The Piraka are no heart-friends of ours,” said Lewa. “We have been fighting them.” 

“A falling-out among thieves,” spat Dalu. “I say we take them, Garan, starting with frosty over 
there.” 

The four Toa Nuva readied for battle. Garan and Dalu did the same, even knowing they had little 
chance of victory. Both sides teetered on the precipice of tragedy, neither willing to lower their weapons 
and back away. 

“Wait! Stop!” The Matoran and Toa turned to see Balta running at top speed down a rocky slope. 
Dalu broke into a grin, confident that with her Ta-Matoran friend present, they might win after all. 

“Another one,” grumbled Lewa. “We are going to spend all day fighting Matoran, while the Piraka 
wander free.” 

“No one is going to fight anyone,” Balta said to him. He turned to his friends and said, “You’re 
making a mistake. These aren’t our enemies. | am not sure who they are, but | know that a battle now 
would be a terrible error.” 

Garan looked at Balta closely. He showed none of the signs of being controlled by the Piraka. The 
Onu-Matoran wanted to believe that these strange, maskless beings were potential allies, but he needed 
more than just Balta’s word. The realization saddened him. There was a time when any statement of fact 
by any Matoran would have gone unquestioned, but the Piraka had brought many changes to Voya Nui. 

Sensing the moment of crisis was at hand, Onua Nuva threw his quake-breakers onto the ground. 
Then he removed his Nuva armor and tossed that aside as well. “There. No mask. No weapons. No extra 
armor. I’ve seen what your pulse bolts can do, Matoran, so use one now if you want war so badly. Kill me 
and my friends, and see if it gets you anywhere nearer to freeing your island from evil.” 


Garan looked up at the stranger. If he was a Toa, then his black armor marked him as a Toa of 
Earth, the protector of Onu-Matoran everywhere. He had the power to down both Matoran with one 
swing of his mighty arm, yet he was leaving himself open to attack. The Matoran considered, nodded, and 
then threw his own weapons on the ground as well. 

“What are you doing?” Dalu protested. 

“What someone had to do,” Balta told her. “We already have a battle on our hands, one that has 
been thrust upon us. We don’t need to go looking for another.” 

“| think we have much to talk about,” said Onua Nuva. “Starting with anything you know about 
these Piraka, anything that might be a key to defeating them.” 


The notion of defeated Piraka was very much on Hakann’s mind as well. Despite Zaktan’s orders, the 
crimson-armored Piraka had no intention of scrambling over this pile of rock to search for escaped Toa 
Nuva. He would sooner have frolicked in the surf with hungry Takea sharks. 

Instead, he doubled back and made his way to the stronghold. As he expected, Zaktan was already 
there, once more muttering in low tones to the vat of virus that dominated the central chamber. At times, 
Zaktan acted like that container of viscous goo was his best friend in the world. 

Well, it’s certainly his only friend, Hakann thought. But what do they “talk” about, | wonder? 

He crept closer, staying to the shadows. Hakann’s eyes widened at the sight he beheld. Zaktan 
was not alone in the chamber, but was deep in conversation with a powerful armored figure who looked 
like he could snap a Toa in two with no effort at all. He was tall, clad in blue and gold armor, and wielded 
a twin-bladed sword. There was something about the stranger’s mask that made even the hardened Piraka 
shudder. 

As Hakann watched, Zaktan fired one of the zamor spheres into the mysterious giant. Strangely, 
the sphere did not seem to have its usual effect of sapping the will. In fact, the giant actually appeared to 
be stronger and fiercer after absorbing the virus into his system. 

Zaktan spoke again, in words too soft to hear. The giant nodded and departed. Hakann wasted 
no time in making his own way out of the stronghold and picking up the newcomer’s trail. If the leader of 
the Piraka had found a secret weapon in this powerhouse figure, Hakann wanted to know about it. 


Zaktan watched his newest pawn leave. Then he remained very still, as if lost in thought, until Hakann had 
left, too. Of course he had known that the treacherous Piraka was present and spying. He would not have 
lasted long as leader of this murderous little band if he did not always know what was going on around 
him. 

Now Hakann would follow the colossus named Brutaka in an effort to discover his identity and 
connection to Zaktan. And with any luck at all, his curiosity would be satisfied... maybe even before his 
existence was terminated. 


Gali Nuva had lost track of how long she had been running. She didn’t know where she was or why she 
was here. Even if someone had explained it all to her, it would have done no good, for her mind was 
aflame with madness. No rational thought need apply. 

There was no plan behind her flight. If allowed to, she would run until she reached the shore and 
then swim until her arms and legs grew so tired she sank to the bottom. 

It was only the sight of a powerful figure standing in her path that brought her to a halt. She didn’t 
recognize him, but he looked like an enemy. Certainly the huge axe he carried did not spark trust. She 
gave a yell of rage and launched a water blast so powerful it would tear the armor off a foe. 

The figure waited a moment or two, then swatted the blast away with his axe as if it were no 
more than an annoyance. Before Gali could attack again, he was in front of her, reaching out to touch her 
maskless face. 

“Your friends have need of you,” he said. “And by the power of Mata Nui, you will return to them, 
whole and sane.” 


Pure power flowed from him into the Toa Nuva of Water. The madness and pain fell away in an 
instant, leaving her sharp mind intact. Only the memories of what had driven her to madness were blocked 
off from her. 

“Who are you?” she asked. 

The figure backed away. “Go back to your comrades. They will be worried for you. If it is the will 
of Mata Nui, we will meet again.” 

Gali Nuva was tempted to ask more questions, or even follow her newfound friend. But something 
in his manner said that neither would be welcome. Instead, she turned back and headed for the scene of 
the Toa Nuva-Matoran struggle. Her madness may have been gone, but there was a great deal more 
insanity on this island to be confronted and overcome. 
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Kongu paused, stretched his aching muscles, and gazed up at the summit in the distance. He, Jaller, 
and the others had been following a winding trail up a mountainside for what felt like days. More than 
once, they had believed they were near the top, only to reach a plateau and find the rock extended several 
hundred feet higher up. 

“| don’t have any hope-faith that there is a peak to this mountain,” he muttered. “I think it just 
goes up and up until we are mask-to-mask with Mata Nui himself.” 

“Then maybe we can talk to him about sleeping on the job,” Nuparu answered. “If | had the right 
materials, you know, | could make us some climbing gear. We'd be at the top in no time.” 

Hewkii shook his head. “You miners and tree swingers are out of shape. In Po-Koro, we used to 
climb pebbles like this every day, just for the view.” 

Kongu glanced at his companion in disbelief. Hewkii managed to hold a serious expression for 
only a few seconds before breaking into a grin. 

“Only thing worse than a Po-Matoran carver is a Po-Matoran carver with a sense of humor,” said 
Nuparu, laughing. 

A scuttling sound above and to the right brought the chatter and the laughter to an abrupt halt. 
Kongu bounded up the slope and looked around. Then he turned back to the others and shrugged. “l 
don’t see anything,” he whispered. 

Matoro caught up to the others. He had obviously heard the sound as well. “Maybe we should 
head back down? Find another way to where we’re going?” 

“There is no other way,” said Hewkii. “Kongu and | already looked. It’s up the mountain or 
nothing.” 

Jaller and Hahli approached, talking in hushed tones. The Ta-Matoran was scanning the rocks with 
his keen eyes, searching for movement. He found none. “We'll keep going, but carefully,” he decided. 
“What we all heard might just be some Rahi, or it might mean there is someone else here. Maybe even 
the same someone responsible for the Toa Nuva’s disappearance.” 

“So we walk into a trap?” asked Hahli, resuming the climb. 

“No,” replied Jaller. “We just make sure we spring it ourselves.” 

The next hour was spent hiking up the mountain with periodic stops for rest. The scuttling sounds 
had become more frequent as they climbed higher, until they became almost constant. They obviously 
came from something large, but it remained unseen, a fact that bothered Nuparu. 

“It doesn’t make sense,” the Onu-Matoran said. “How can a creature so big stay out of sight?” 

“Ever try to catch a dermis turtle when it doesn’t want to be caught?” said Hahli. “They’re slow, 
but they know their home territory — every rock, every patch of seaweed. They can hide for days while 
you swim over, around, and past them.” 

“So we’re being stalked by a really big turtle?” asked Kongu. 


The harsh, clattering sound of something scrambling across the rocks came again, this time almost 
on top of them. At about the same time, Jaller pointed to the rocks just above them. A lone Matoran was 
peering down at them, close enough for the party to get a good look. His mask, in the shape of a Kanohi 
Rau, was weathered and dented in numerous places. His armor was scratched and discolored. Most 
striking of all, his left arm was badly damaged and hung limply at his side. 

“Who are you?” Hahli shouted to the Matoran. “Come down and maybe we can help you.” 

The figure never moved, just stared at her with frightened eyes. 

“If he’s not coming down, we'll have to go up,” said Jaller. “Slowly, all, let’s try not to scare him 
off.” 

Moving casually, the six Matoran made their way up the slope. Jaller held out his arms, palms up, 
to show he carried no weapons. Hahli forced herself to smile. None of it seemed to make any difference 
to their new companion. 

“Do you think there is something wrong with him?” whispered Kongu. 

“He lives here,” Hewkii replied. “So I’d say that’s a good guess.” 

When they were within about five paces of the Matoran, the scuttling noises returned, this time 
from both sides. Jaller threw up his hand to halt the group just as the source of the sounds made 
themselves visible. Two monstrous crabs emerged from the rocks to flank the silent Matoran, followed 
by two more, and then two more. Although no one in Jaller’s party had ever seen such a thing before, 
they all knew what they were from tales told by the Toa. 

“Manas,” Hahli said, shocked. 

“This is impossible,” said Matoro. “The Toa said there were only two of them, and they were 
driven off. Toa Onua encountered one later on and survived to tell the story. How can there be six?” 

Two more Manas appeared now, moving to stand by the others. The Matoran they crowded near 
appeared to take no notice of them. 

“Eight,” said Hewkii. “And maybe Toa can’t count?” 

“We need a plan,” said Matoro. 

“Would screaming and running count?” asked Kongu. “Cause that seems like a really good plan 
right now.” 

The silent Matoran took a step forward, gestured for the others to follow, then turned and began 
to walk up the slope. After a moment, the Manas turned and started after him. Jaller’s group stood for a 
moment, puzzled, before Hahli began to follow as well. 

“What are you doing?” asked Nuparu. “You’re going in the direction of the Manas!” 

“Im the Chronicler,” she answered, not looking back. “Finding answers is part of my job.” 


The six Matoran did not have to travel far. Their strange guide and the Manas led them into a bowl-shaped 
canyon. All around, they saw Matoran in various stages of disrepair, many of them vastly different in size 
and mask style from those Jaller was familiar with. They regarded the newcomers with hollow, haunted 
eyes. As the small party passed by, these wounded Matoran fell into step behind them, moving silently like 
an army of ghosts. 

“What is this place?” asked Nuparu. “It looks like one of Makuta’s daydreams.” 

“All of these Matoran look frightened,” said Jaller. “No, beyond frightened... resigned... like they 
lost hope long, long ago.” 

“Can’t say | blame them,” remarked Hahli. “Look up ahead.” 

The metal structure she pointed to might have once been a landmark to rival the Metru Nui 
Coliseum. Now it was a charred, twisted ruin whose towers reached up like claws eager to rend the sky. 
Dull fires burned within, but there was nothing welcoming about their glow. 

An explosion suddenly rocked the canyon. Jaller and the others turned to see a small volcano 
erupting to the east. Amazingly, it spewed chunks of ice into the air that flew high and then landed with a 
crash. Matoro approached one of the frozen missiles and reached out to touch it, only to pull his hand 
back with a cry. 


“It’s hot!” 

Jaller touched a fingertip to the ice and drew it back quickly. “He’s right. This ice is searing. But at 
such a temperature, it should melt... shouldn’t it?” 

Hahli gave a shout. They turned to see her standing knee-deep in a pool of water, staring wide- 
eyed at a “waterfall” consisting completely of dust. It billowed over the rocks, an arid brown cloud, but 
where it came from, she could not tell. 

“Why do | think that if we find a fire here, it will freeze us?” said Nuparu. “Or that the only thing 
that might fall from the clouds above is a hail of stones?” 

“Let’s see if we can set a record for fastest to get out of this place,” said Matoro. 

A violent flash of lightning ripped through the sky overhead, but no thunder accompanied it. A 
few moments later, a gentle breeze rippled the water of the pond, producing an earsplitting thunderclap. 

“Okay, that does it,” said Jaller. “There has to be a way through or around this canyon and we’re 
finding it.” 

The group turned to leave the way they had come, only to find a half dozen Manas blocking their 
way. More of the monstrous crabs were now lining the rim of the canyon as well, silently regarding the 
newcomers. The only way open to the Matoran was forward. 

It was not an easy trek. At one point, they passed through what seemed like a statuary garden, 
with stone sculptures of Matoran everywhere. When they started to move on, they discovered that the 
rock beneath their feet screamed with each step. The sounds so unnerved the party that they stopped 
dead. 

“Maybe we should just wait here until we wake up,” said Hahli. “Because this has to be a bad 
dream.” 

“It is indeed a dream, little Matoran... and the last one you will ever know.” 

The words came from a huge armored figure who blocked their path up ahead. Like the fortress 
from which he had emerged, he was battered and twisted and his mask looked as if it had been patched 
together from three or four different ones. His ebon and gold armor was studded with razor-sharp blades, 
and his gauntlets crackled with energy. In one hand he held a burning length of chain. His eyes were a 
deep, hollow black, and when he spoke, his voice was surprisingly quiet, as if he had not used it for a very 
long time. 

“Who are you?” asked Hewkii. “What kind of crazy place is this?” 

The powerful figure smiled. “This is my home... and now yours as well. It has been many, many 
centuries since any Matoran came here. You are most welcome. As for who | am, you may call me 
Karzahni.” 

The name seemed familiar to the Matoran, but they could not place it at first. Then Hahli 
whispered, “I knew | had heard that name before. It was in one of Turaga Vakama’s tales. He said there 
was an ancient legend that Matoran who were poor workers were sent to a place of darkness ruled by a 
being called Karzahni... and none of them ever returned.” 

Jaller nodded. “And later, Makuta named one of his plant creatures ‘Karzahni’ as his private joke. 
But the original tale was just a legend, | thought.” 

“You should know by now,” replied Kongu. “Matoran legends are usually true and always lethal.” 

“Sad, but true,” added Hahli. “As Chronicler, | have written down my share, and it tends to be 
grim work.” 

Karzahni spoke again. “Long ago... perhaps 100,000 years, perhaps more, | lose track... Matoran 
came here by the score. Some were damaged, others simply possessed a lack of dedication to their work. 
A small number found a new life here... and the rest found only what they had expected, which was 
nothing at all.” 

“These Matoran don’t look like they are enjoying their ‘new life’ very much,” Hahli remarked. 

Karzahni smiled. “I suppose they find it preferable to the alternative... as you will, too, no doubt, 
provided | give you the choice.” 
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“This is monstrous!” snapped Jaller. “I can’t believe that the Great Spirit Mata Nui would allow 
such a place to exist. Even Makuta would not —” 

He stopped speaking when he realized Karzahni looked completely confused. “Mata Nui?” said 
the armored figure. “Makuta? Who are they? And what possible influence would they have here?” 

A dozen of Karzahni’s Matoran closed in then, stripping the party of their tools and supplies. Then 
Karzahni stretched out his arms toward Jaller and the rest, prepared to receive the last and most 
important things they possessed. 

“Your masks,” he said. “Take them off.” 

Jaller shook his head. He had only recently learned that the mask he wore had once belonged to 
Turaga Lhikan, a great hero of Metru Nui. Lhikan had died to save the Matoran from Makuta. There was 
no way Jaller would simply surrender his mask to anyone. 

“You can remove them, or | can have them removed,” Karzahni continued, his tone growing more 
menacing. “Decide.” 

“Try it,” said Jaller. Energy flashed from Karzahni’s gauntlet. Jaller braced himself for a physical 
impact, but there was none. Instead, the world around him melted and shifted until he was back in a place 
he knew well, reliving a moment he could never forget. 

It was Kini Nui, the most sacred site on all of the island of Mata Nui. He and his best friend, Takua, 
were battling monstrous Rahkshi alongside the Toa Nuva. The Rahkshi Turahk was advancing on Takua, 
and Jaller knew he had to save his comrade. He knew what was about to happen, for he had already 
experienced this months ago. He would sacrifice himself to save Takua, who would then don the Mask of 
Light and become a powerful Toa. The fact that he was eventually brought back to life did not lessen the 
importance of what Jaller had done that day. 

Only now something was different. Jaller was telling himself to run, leap, block the Rahkshi from 
reaching Takua, but his body was not responding. As if it were happening in slow motion, he saw the 
Rahkshi blast Takua with concentrated fear energy. His friend screamed, staggered, and then fell dead 
from sheer fright. 

Time shot forward. With Takua dead, the Toa of Light never came to be. The Rahkshi stole the 
Mask of Light so that there would never be any chance of such a Toa rising against him. Makuta created 
more and more Rahkshi to send against the island of Mata Nui, until eventually the Toa Nuva were 
overwhelmed and destroyed. Emboldened by his victory, Makuta himself led the next attack, capturing 
and imprisoning the Turaga and enslaving the Matoran. Any violation of Makuta’s law, or any hesitation in 
carrying out his orders, was punishable by death. It took only the loss of a few villagers for the rest to 
decide it made more sense to just obey. 

The only glimmer of hope in the next thousand years came when Turaga Onewa led a breakout 
and it seemed like the village elders might escape. Instead, they ran into a patrol of Rahkshi. Jaller wished 
he could close his mind’s eye and not have to see what happened next. As it was, he was forced to watch 
every gruesome moment of the battle and its inevitable conclusion. 

The final image was the worst of all. He and Hahli, once among the bravest of Matoran, were 
reduced to being personal servants to Makuta. The expressions on their faces looked far too much like 
those of Karzahni’s Matoran for comfort. 

That realization snapped Jaller out of the illusion. He was back in this strange land, surrounded by 
his friends and confronting his tormentor. But the vision he had seen had done its work. He couldn’t easily 
shake the feelings of despair and hopelessness that it had sparked. He knew he had saved Takua in real 
life, but now he also knew what it would have been like if he had failed. What if he failed again? What if 
this time Hahli or Matoro died because he wasn’t fast enough? It might be better just not to try anything. 

Eyes locked on the ground, as silent as the Matoran of Karzahni’s realm, Jaller reached up and 
took off his mask. 
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Hakann had a new theory. This new ally of Zaktan’s had a special, secret power: the ability to walk 
around and around for hours and thoroughly bore any enemies to death. 

The Piraka had been following the mysterious figure for hours now, and all he had done had been 
to wander up and down slopes in a generally westerly direction. There was no sense of urgency or mission 
about his movements. He seemed like an idle Rahi out for a stroll. 

At least, he did until he utterly vanished. One moment he was clearly visible in a flash of lightning, 
and then the next flash revealed him to be gone. There didn’t seem to be any obvious hiding places, yet 
he was nowhere to be seen. Hakann slowed his pace, every sense on alert. If this was a trap of some kind, 
he had no intention of being caught in it. 

He was right in the middle of congratulating himself on how cautious he was being when he felt 
the blade at his throat. He had no more idea how his quarry had gotten behind him than he did how 
someone so big could move so fast and disappear so well. 

“Why have you been following me?” The voice of Hakann’s captor was harsh and ragged. 

“Following you?” repeated Hakann. “Not at all. | was merely out enjoying the scenery.” 

“What scenery?” the larger being said, tightening his grip. “It’s rock all around, until you reach 
that puny strip of grass and trees by the coast. So | will ask a second time — why are you following me? 
And if you lie to me again, | will take you apart, very precisely and very slowly... just slowly enough so 
you will be awake for all of it. Do you understand?” 

Hakann would have nodded, but it would have meant bringing his throat down on the blade. 
Instead, he said, “Of course. We have no reason to be enemies, you and |. Our mutual foe is back there 
in the stronghold.” 

The stranger released his hold and shoved Hakann forward. The Piraka staggered a few steps and 
turned, rubbing his throat. “Breathing. | was beginning to miss it,” he muttered. 

“| thought you were one of Zaktan’s servants,” said the stranger. “Now you say you oppose him.” 

“Servant?” Hakann sputtered, almost choking on the word. “Zaktan has a vivid imagination, | see. 
No, I serve only myself, and so should you. | don’t know what he is offering you to ally with him, but | am 
sure | can make a better deal... PII even give you the honor of killing him.” 

The stranger laughed bitterly. “My name is Brutaka — | know that has no meaning for you. But, at 
one time, it meant a great deal... to myself, to my homeland, even to an axe-wielding comrade | called 
friend. Now here | stand, bartering with the sort of miserable Rahi waste | used to hunt down.” 

“You have problems, | have problems,” Hakann replied, bored. “We all have problems. Mine is 
named Zaktan.” 

“He controls the zamor spheres,” Brutaka said. “Powerful tools in the right hands... powerful 
weapons in the wrong ones. They are the currency he has used to buy my services, Piraka. As long as the 
spheres are his, | won’t oppose him.” 
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That last sentence was said slowly and deliberately, leaving no doubt in Hakann’s mind that he was 
being offered a bargain. Wrest control of the vat and the spheres from Zaktan, and this Brutaka would 
switch sides. That would mean the end of the major obstacle between Hakann and sole possession of the 
Mask of Life. 

Hard as it might be to believe, the Piraka’s fierce smile grew broader. 


“Then we have a deal,” said Tahu Nuva. 

Garan nodded. “It seems we have no choice. How do you suggest we strike at the Piraka?” 

“Simple,” said Lewa Nuva. “They are out track-hunting for us. So while they are scattered and 
searching, we attack their base and take back our Toa masks.” 

“What if they’re leading us into a trap?” protested Dalu. 

“Im trusting you to make sure that doesn’t happen,” Garan replied. “Let’s go. The Piraka 
stronghold is a long journey from here, and there is no telling what we might face along the way.” 


Avak and Thok’s search for the Toa Nuva had brought them south of the volcano, into the mysterious 
green belt that lined the coast. Here trees, grass, and flowering plants grew, seemingly unaffected by the 
drought that afflicted the rest of Voya Nui. 

“There’s one thing | don’t understand,” said Avak. 

“Only one?” 

“If there’s so little fresh water here, and everything is bone-dry, how does this area stay so lush 
and fertile? If there were underground streams, | would have thought the little Matoran creeps would 
have found them by now.” 

“Remind me, how have you survived all these years?” answered Thok. “Think, Avak, think. Why 
are we here?” 

“To steal the Mask of Life.” 

“Correct. And what are we surrounded with now? What shouldn’t be present but is, somehow?” 

Avak stopped walking and looked around. Comprehension suddenly dawned on his face. “Life. 
Were surrounded by life.” 

“Exactly. Think there might be some kind of connection?” 

Lightning flashed overhead. If it had struck Avak, it could not have done so with as much force as 
the thunderbolt of realization hitting him now. “Of course there is,” he said. “There has to be. And that 
means... maybe...” 

“Zaktan is betraying us,” Thok finished for him. “He has us and our enslaved Matoran focused 
completely on the volcano, night and day, when all the while the Mask of Life is somewhere along the 
coast. Its power is radiating up and bringing life to this region.” 

“He knows it’s here,” said Avak, growing angrier by the moment. “While we’re breaking our backs 
watching the Matoran work, he can sweep in and steal it away! Thok, | think it’s time we had a talk with 
Zaktan. Let’s head back to the stronghold.” 

Thok watched Avak turn and stalk away through the forest. “Go ahead. l'Il be behind you,” he 
said. Then, smiling, he added softly, “Far, far behind you.” 
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Hahli looked around at her five friends, now both familiar and unfamiliar at the same time. Each 
had been given a new mask by Karzahni in place of the ones they had surrendered. Kongu had been quick 
enough to ditch the one he was handed and put on the Kanohi Suletu the party had been carrying. The 
rest were stuck with what they were given, and chose not to ask to whom the masks had once belonged. 

Karzahni beamed at them like a proud crafter seeing his creation for the first time. “Far better. 
Who you once were does not matter, you see... now you are here, and so you become whoever | want 
you to be.” 

Jaller said nothing, just stared at the ground, a grim expression on his face. Kongu, too, was silent. 
He had attempted to run away earlier. His punishment had been to see what would have happened had 
he continued to defy the Dark Hunters on Metru Nui a thousand years before. Multiple abrupt changes 
in the flow of a transport chute could do very interesting things to a Matoran body, as he discovered to 
his distress. 

“So what now?” asked Nuparu. “Lock us up? Kill us? Turn us into one of these empty-shell 
Matoran you have walking around?” 

“These ‘empty shells’ have been with me for over a thousand centuries, toiling away for the day 
ones like you would return,” Karzahni replied, so softly he could barely be heard. “Now you are here and, 
no doubt, are but the first of many. The furnaces must be stoked, the tools made ready, and to do that | 
need fresh workers. You will relieve them of their duties and wait for the legions to come.” 

Hewkii smiled to himself. They would be alive, and they would have access to tools. That was all 
he needed to know. Put a hammer or a chisel in his hands and he would fight his way out of this place in 
no time. 

“You will go and tend the fires now. All except this one,” Karzahni said, pointing to Hahli. “I heard 
you call yourself a Chronicler. You are a keeper of histories?” 

“Yes,” the Ga-Matoran responded. “I record the triumphs of the Toa Nuva.” 

“Toa... Nuva?” Karzahni said, a trace of wonder in his voice. “All these new terms... the world 
outside must have changed much since | came here. You will remain with me and teach me about the new 
world, so that | may more efficiently expand my realm.” 

“| would tell you where you can go, but | think we are already there,” Hahli shot back in reply. “l 
stay with my friends.” 

Karzahni shook his head sadly. “Such spirit — it will be a shame to snap it like a twig. | could show 
you horrors, Matoran, that would render you a mindless, screaming hulk. Will your friends show you the 
same loyalty when you are a gibbering lunatic, or will they turn away in disgust? It might be interesting to 
find out.” 

“Don’t, Hahli,” said Hewkii. “Your sacrifice won’t help anyone. We'll be all right.” 

Hahli looked at Jaller. The Ta-Matoran nodded. 
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“All right, then,” said the Chronicler. “I'll teach you more than you want to know, Karzahni. PII 
explain to you exactly how this kingdom of yours will be brought to ruin the instant the Toa arrive, and | 
hope you choke on the knowledge.” 


The hours crawled by. The five Matoran had been tending the giant furnace, a furnace so huge that it made 
Metru Nui’s legendary one seem puny in comparison. They had expected the former laborers at the site 
to drift away once they were relieved, but instead they sat on rocks and watched the newcomers with 
the barest flickers of interest. 

“At least the fire’s hot,” said Hewkii. “Something works the way it should around here.” 

“What... what do you think he needs this thing for?” asked Matoro. “Do you think it’s for —” 

“No,” said Jaller, cutting him off. “I don’t.” 

Kongu looked around. “Hey, where’s Nuparu? Did anyone see him wander off?” 

“Does anyone ever?” asked Hewkii. “But he should know better than to look for things to tinker 
with around here. The tools might bite his hand off or something.” 

“Guys!” Nuparu came running down a slope from the north. “You need to see this. Now!” 


Hahli paused to take a breath. She had been talking almost nonstop since the others left, with Karzahni 
only occasionally interrupting with questions. She made a point of detailing the Toa Nuva’s great powers 
and how they had triumphed over so many powerful foes. Maybe he'll get the hint, she thought. 

“Go on,” he urged. “There must be more.” 

“| think it’s your turn,” Hahli replied. “As you said, it is my job to write histories. | would like to 
know yours.” 

Karzahni gave a slight smile. “It would take most of your lifespan to relate all that | have 
experienced, Matoran. | was one of the first creations of the Great Beings, | and my brother. | was given 
a land of my own to rule, and so was he. | chose to make it a place where those who had transgressed 
could find redemption... or punishment... or perhaps that was chosen for me?” 

Hahli waited for him to continue, surprised that he seemed honestly confused. 

“Sometimes | remember it one way, sometimes another,” he said with a shrug. “My brother chose 
to name his land Artakha and make it a refuge for Matoran.” 

“Wait,” interrupted Hahli. “There is a Matoran legend about a place called Artakha... a land where 
Matoran can be safe from all harm. Are you saying this place really exists?” 

“It is as real as the rock you are sitting on,” he replied. “Which, by the way, is an action you might 
want to rethink.” 

Hahli looked down to see that her legs had slowly begun transforming to stone. At the same time, 
the rock had begun to squirm as if taking on life. With a cry, she bolted up and ran several paces away 
from her former seat. After a few moments, the process reversed itself. 

“A very effective way to combat laziness,” said Karzahni. “Those who prefer to sit around all day 
unmoving as a stone... eventually become one.” 

“Then those stone statues of Matoran we saw on the way in were —?” 

“Formerly willful and disobedient Matoran,” he finished for her, “now fulfilling a valuable role as 
examples of the consequences of such behavior.” 

“You’re insane!” 

“| prefer the term ‘creative, 
between the two in the end, is there?” 
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Karzahni replied. “Though | suppose there is not much difference 


“So what did you seek-find?” asked Kongu. “A new kind of bolt driver? A really great wrench?” 

“Look for yourself,” answered Nuparu. He had led them into a vaulted chamber that looked as if 
no one but their little group had entered it in centuries. It was immediately obvious to Hewkii’s eyes that 
this had once been a busy crafting center, though he had no clue what they might have made here. 
Whatever it was, they were making a lot of it, he thought. Look at the size of this place! 
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Nuparu had walked all the way to the back of the chamber and pulled open a sliding door. Inside 
were a series of long tables, with stone tablets scattered about on top of them. Piled in the corners were 
dust-covered pieces of armor. 

The Onu-Matoran pointed to one of the tablets. “I found this. It shows a Matoran, one resembling 
us, being rebuilt... even some of the organic tissue is being replaced. And see here? When they were 
done, he was smaller and thinner. Then the writing on the tablet trails off — parts have even been scraped 
away.” 

He searched briefly and grabbed a second tablet. “Here! The same Matoran, only this time with 
tools, items that can double as weapons. Then here he is, along with hundreds of others, being transported 
somewhere.” 

“| don’t get it,” said Kongu. “What does this have to do with anything?” 

“If m reading this correctly, something is really wrong here, and has been for century upon 
century,” Nuparu said, excitement in his voice. “Remember the legend? Matoran who were poor workers 
were sent here, but why was never explained in any of the tales. Don’t you see? Karzahni wasn’t supposed 
to imprison or punish them — he was supposed to repair them!” 

Matoro took a closer look at the image of the Matoran carved into the tablet. “He didn’t do a 
very good job, did he?” 

“That’s the point,” said Nuparu. “He didn’t. To compensate, he gave them weapons they could 
use to defend themselves. And then he adopted other methods to fix Matoran sent to him... and we’ve 
seen the results of that. He could have made them better, stronger, more efficient, the same way the 
Turaga did with us. But he chose another path.” 

“When the Matoran sent here never returned, they stopped being sent,” said Jaller. “He’s been 
waiting 100,000 years for Matoran who never came... until we showed up.” 

“Lucky us,” muttered Kongu. 

“We have to get Hahli and get out of here,” said Hewkii. “When he realizes there aren’t any more 
coming, he might decide to ‘fix’ us.” 

“Question,” said Matoro. “I’ve never seen Matoran who looked like this. Certainly there were 
none on Mata Nui. Where are they?” 

“Wherever he sent them so they would be out of his sight,” Nuparu answered. “And wherever 
it is, | hope they’re happy and at peace.” 


Garan shook his head in wonder. He had spent the last few hours talking with Onua Nuva, sharing tales 
of their respective lands. What the Toa of Earth had to say was quite amazing. An island called Mata Nui? 
Swarms of Bohrok? And even more amazing, taller, stronger Matoran who carried tools, but not weapons? 

Stunning, he said to himself. How would a Matoran survive without the kind of power we have? They 
would be at the mercy of every Rahi that came along! Well, | hope wherever those poor unfortunates are, they are 
managing to be happy. Personally, PII take pulse bolts over a little more muscle any day... 
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For the first time in anyone’s memory, Zaktan screamed in pain. 

Not that it made the slightest bit of difference, of course. His captor, Avak, was not inclined to 
be merciful. In fact, he was enjoying watching his foe’s struggles. 

“Keep it up,” he said. “You forgot the prisons | create will work on anyone, even you. In case you 
wondered, you’re in a resonance field. Every time you strike it, you trigger a sonic hum pitched just right 
to drive the protodites that make up your body straight out of their little minds.” 

Avak could be something of a braggart, but in this case he was telling the truth. The sound 
produced by the field was causing the microscopic creatures that comprised Zaktan to go insane, 
scattering in multiple directions and even fighting each other. With no control over his form, Zaktan could 
not escape, let alone strike back at Avak. It was the perfect trap. 

Thok slipped inside the chamber. He had never believed Avak could do it. At best, he figured the 
two Piraka would batter each other into submission, leaving Thok to sweep up the pieces. One of them 
actually winning made things a little more challenging. 

“Amazing,” said Thok. “You know what this means, of course. With Zaktan imprisoned, the Piraka 
will need a new leader. | will accept the position with my usual modesty, naturally. A new day is about to 
dawn on Voya Nui!” 

A ball of molten lava flashed in front of Thok’s face, close enough for the intense heat to drive 
him backward. 

“It’s incredible how fast the sun can set on a new day around here,” said Hakann, his weapon still 
smoking. “You two couldn’t lead a flock of Gukko to a water hole.” 

Avak turned and concentrated on the perfect prison for Hakann. As he did so, the crimson Piraka 
launched a succession of lava spheres. The first few missed, the last one didn’t. The combination of rock 
and flame slammed into Avak and knocked him off his feet. 

“Hakann, you idiot!” Thok raged. “If Avak loses consciousness, his prison will fade and Zaktan will 
be free!” 

“So? | calculate it will take our former leader at least six seconds to regain complete control of 
his body. More than enough time for me to make sure he has no body left to control.” 

“You can’t beat us both,” Avak snarled, getting back to his feet. 

Hakann stifled a yawn. “Actually, | can. But why soil my hands, when | have a new friend to take 
care of everything for me?” 

Behind Hakann, Brutaka stepped into the light. Although confronted by two powerful Piraka, his 
eyes were riveted on the crystal sphere in the center of the room. Hakann had kept his promise, indirectly 
— Zaktan was no longer in command — and now all of these Piraka would reap the rewards for their 
treachery. 

Gripping his massive sword tightly, Brutaka advanced into the chamber. 
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Tahu Nuva aimed a thin beam of fire at the lock on the rear door of the Piraka stronghold. Balta had 
warned that it was extremely sophisticated, and so far he had been proven right. Whatever it was made 
of, it was immune to his elemental energies. 

“Nothing,” said the Toa Nuva of Fire, frustrated. “Your turn, Kopaka.” 

“Wait,” said Garan. “Piruk is signaling. One of the Piraka is headed this way!” 

Lewa Nuva smiled. “Hide, all of you. | think | know how to get this door open.” 

The Toa Nuva and Voya Nui Matoran ducked out of sight, leaving Lewa standing in front of the 
thick metal door. Reidak appeared a few seconds later, striding down a rocky path toward the stronghold. 
As soon as he noticed Lewa, he stopped. 

“You again,” said the Piraka. “I owe you some pain, Toa.” 

“You owe a lot of things,” countered Lewa. “Like an apology to the universe for existing.” 

Reidak frowned. He wasn’t sure what Lewa had said, but he was pretty sure it was an insult. With 
a grunt, he swung a powerhouse fist at the Toa of Air. At the last moment, Lewa ducked his head out of 
the way and the blow landed, making a huge dent in the door. 

“Very deep-impressive,” said the Toa. “You will be remembered in legends as Reidak, defeater of 
doors.” 

The Piraka swung again. This time his missed blow knocked the gateway half off its hinges. Angered, 
he aimed a third blow at Lewa’s head. 

“You seem so eager to go inside,” said the Toa Nuva. He ducked under the blow, caught hold of 
Reidak’s arm, and used the Piraka’s own force to propel him through the door. “Don’t let me ever-stop 
you!” 

The sound of the crash brought the other Toa Nuva and Matoran on the run. Reidak struggled to 
his feet, but rather than charge forward, he retreated farther into the stronghold. 

“Leading us into an ambush?” asked Kopaka. 

“If he’s not, he’ll have to hand in his villain badge,” said Pohatu. “So let’s try going home by another 
way.” 

The Toa Nuva of Stone slammed his foot down on the floor, collapsing it. Onua Nuva smiled and 
revved up his quake-breakers, rapidly digging a tunnel down below the stronghold. 

“Your masks will be in the eastern section,” said Piruk. “It’s the most secure.” 

“Somehow | doubt that it’s Toa-proof,” said Tahu. 


Reidak expected to find Zaktan in the central chamber and talk him out of some zamor spheres to use on 
the Toa. Instead, he walked in on Thok and Avak in battle with some giant warrior. Zaktan was nothing 
but a cloud of protodites swirling around inside an energy cube. Hakann was standing aside, watching the 
whole thing. 

Reidak decided to change that. Slipping out one exit, he came in another way, sneaking up behind 
the crimson Piraka. He wrapped his arms around Hakann in an ash bear hug and began to squeeze. 

“Let me go, you buffoon!” Hakann yelled. 

“Nah,” said Reidak. “I don’t know what’s going on here, but I’m betting you’re behind it somehow. 
So now you’re going to be in the middle of it.” 

With one swift motion, Reidak released his hold, grabbed on to Hakann, and hurled him toward 
the battle. Avak saw the incoming Piraka for only a split second before Hakann slammed into him. Thok 
saw the two slam into a wall, saw Avak slump to the ground, and immediately knew his night had just been 
ruined. 

The energy cube that had imprisoned Zaktan winked out of existence. The swarm of protodites 
coalesced once more into the form of the Piraka leader... the very, very angry Piraka leader. He glared at 
Thok, muttering, “I will deal with you later. First, | have more powerful enemies to dispose of.” 

His vengeance was interrupted by a sudden crash. The eastern door flew across the chamber and 
smashed into a wall, crumpled like a Matoran wishing staff. Reluctantly, Zaktan turned to see the six Toa 
Nuva, masks restored, standing in the doorway. 
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“Knock knock,” said Tahu. 

“We heard you were trying to kill each other,” said Kopaka. “We are here to offer our help in 
that long overdue endeavor.” 

Zaktan looked around at his forces. Reidak was still stunned that he had unwittingly freed the 
emerald-armored Piraka leader. Thok looked like he wished he was anywhere else. Hakann and Avak 
were back on their feet, both wondering what had just happened and how to turn it to their advantage. 

“No matter our differences,” Zaktan hissed, “we are still Piraka. The Mask of Life can still be ours, 
once we kill these Toa Nuva!” 

None of the other four moved. Had Vezok been there, he would have torn into the Toa just for 
the sport. But these Piraka were all calculating odds and realized that, left alone, the Toa Nuva would 
eliminate Zaktan for them. 

The Piraka leader saw what was happening and turned to Brutaka. “Help me, and the spheres are 
yours, to do with as you wish,” he said. “I will even share their secret!” 

The Toa Nuva charged, followed swiftly by the six Matoran. Zaktan dispersed his body, his best 
defense. Brutaka watched long enough to make sure none of the other Piraka were going to make a move. 
Then, swinging his blade at the Toa Nuva, he said, “Deal.” 

One blow... that was all it took. One blow delivered by some of the mightiest sinews in existence, 
fueled by anger and guilt and need, laid low all twelve of the heroic attackers. It happened so fast that 
Thok was not even sure Brutaka had moved. But the proof was strewn on the chamber floor before him 
in the forms of six half-dead Toa Nuva and six possibly very dead Matoran. 

“The spheres,” said Brutaka, looking hard at Zaktan. “Now.” 


Outside the eastern entrance to the chamber, a lone figure stood. His face was expressionless, but his 
eyes were those of one trapped in a nightmare. The axe he carried on his shoulder suddenly felt as if it 
had tripled in weight. As he watched Brutaka fell the last defenders of the light on Voya Nui, age gripped 
him and his spirit felt lost. 

No. | can’t do this, he said to himself. | cannot just give up. Brutaka has dishonored all we stood for, but 
l will not let the Piraka win... even if it means | must join them. Before all is done here, they will learn that the Toa 
Nuva were not the only threat to them... or even the most dangerous. 
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Jaller and his friends were exiting the huge chamber when they heard a weak voice calling, “Wait!” 

A lone Matoran staggered from a darkened alcove. First glance revealed that one of his legs was 
badly twisted, making it impossible for him to move quickly. His mask was badly dented and covered with 
rust and soot. 

Nuparu rushed over to help the Matoran, gently guiding him to where the others stood. The 
injured being looked them over and said, “You are newcomers?” 

“That’s right,” said Jaller. “I am guessing you have been here a while. What’s your name?” 

The Matoran shook his head sadly. “You know, it has been so long since anyone used it, | cannot 
remember. Maybe Karzahni stole it when he stole my mask. | have hidden in here for... too many 
centuries... and been forgotten even by my friends. That is why Karzahni never found me here, you see; 
no one remembers | am alive.” 

“We're leaving here,” said Matoro. “Come with us. No one should have to spend their existence 
in this ruin.” 

“Leaving?” the Matoran laughed. “Leaving how? Can you turn invisible and slip past the Manas 
crabs that guard every road? Can you close your mind against the nightmares Karzahni brings? Or maybe 
you can soar like birds over the mountain, or fly beneath the waves in a silver canister?” 

“No, we can’t do that,” Jaller replied. “Wait a minute — canister? Have you seen such a thing? Did 
they carry Toa Nuva inside? Where are they?” 

The Matoran frowned. “Toa Nuva? Never heard of them. Canisters... canisters... where did that 
come from? Oh, yes, the canisters... we built them, so long ago, my friends and I. Just before they sent us 
here. Long and bright, they were, and strong enough to survive even a plunge into the ocean depths. We 
made them well.” 

Nuparu couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “You made them? Who? Where?” 

“In the world that feeds the world, of course,” said the Matoran, as if shocked anyone would not 
know this. “The wellspring of flame that blazes bright, yet burns none but its bearer. And he, oh, he it 
burns until there is nothing left, not even ashes.” 

“Never mind the where,” said Jaller, half convinced this Matoran’s mind had snapped. “When did 
you make them, and for whom?” 

The Matoran giggled. “Long before there was a you, or a you, or a you. And we made them for 
the destined ones, of course — we made them for Tahu and Gali, Lewa and Pohatu, Onua and cold Kopaka. 
In a place far, far from this blasted land, they entered the canisters, and there remain to this day.” 

Nuparu leaned back against the wall, stunned. The Toa were not still in those canisters. They had 
traveled in them to the island of Mata Nui and floated in the ocean for a thousand years before being 
drawn to shore. Then they emerged and set out to save the island from the power of dark Makuta. And 
this long-missing, half-crazed Matoran had been one of those who crafted those marvels, built to carry the 
saviors of Mata Nui. 


“We made so many, and scattered them here, there, and in places no one would ever find them,” 
the Matoran continued. “You never know where a Toa might need to go, you know. | still wander down 
to see them now and then, just to try and remember my life before this place.” 

Jaller did his best to contain his excitement. “Take us to see them. Please? We've, um, never seen 
anything like that... the craftsmanship... it must be amazing.” 

Hewkii, getting the idea, added, “Everything they make now falls apart in a few months. Now, 
crafters in your era, they knew what they were doing. Why, | bet those canisters can still travel.” 

The Matoran nodded. “Oh yes. Yes, yes, yes. But you mustn’t ride in them — you are not a Toa, 
are you? Only a Toa so mighty can ride, anyone else, woe betide. Do you like that? | made that up, what 
was it, 20,000 years ago. Or perhaps 20,005...” 

Repeating his little piece of verse, the Matoran turned and limped away, beckoning for the others 
to follow. 


Karzahni had half dragged Hahli back to the site of the furnace. His mood, at one point almost charming, 
had turned foul. The Matoran he had so long held captive scattered at his approach. When he found Jaller 
and the others were gone, he grew so enraged, Hahli feared for her life. 

“They have run,” he said. The anger in his eyes was not present in his voice, which somehow 
made the situation all the more disturbing. “But there is nowhere to go. No one here will offer them 
refuge or aid... well, no one but the Manas. They welcome all with open claws. It’s when they snap them 
shut again that all the problems start.” 

“Maybe... maybe they are just taking a rest somewhere,” Hahli offered. 

“And maybe they simply don’t care about you,” he replied sharply. “Look, they have attempted 
to escape without you. Chroniclers must not be highly valued where you come from.” 

Karzahni scanned the surrounding area, first with his eyes, then with his mind. When he was done, 
he chuckled. “Oh, so that’s where they are... and with company, too. A fitting final resting place for your 
friends, among all the other useless relics.” 

Without another word, he marched up the slope, pulling Hahli along behind him. She mouthed a 
silent wish that if the others were trying to escape, they succeeded before this monster found them. 


“Down here,” said the Matoran, leading the group down a darkened staircase. “Mind you don’t hit your 
heads.” 

Hewkii glanced up. The ceiling was a good six feet above them. They couldn’t have hit their heads 
if they jumped. | hope you know what you’re doing, Jaller, he thought. 

“We made six,” said the Matoran. “Always six.” 

“How come?” asked Matoro. 

The Matoran turned, a look of worry on his face. “So there would not be seven, naturally. If there 
were seven canisters and seven Toa, then that meant the darkness had come. You don’t need light if you 
have no darkness, true?” 

Jaller wondered when the day’s surprises were going to stop. An entire group of Matoran building 
transport canisters for Toa, and convinced that as long as they never built a seventh one, there would be 
no Toa of Light — it was staggering. Was this how the universe was ordered? Were destinies shaped by 
the hopes and fears of Matoran toiling away in some unknown chamber? 

Then there was no more time for questions. The Matoran opened a vault door to reveal six Toa 
canisters, all resting in a row and looking almost new. Jaller half expected to see Toa emerge from them 
at any moment. 

“Astounding,” whispered Nuparu. “I saw these on Mata Nui, of course, but to see them completely 
intact... | could spend days studying these.” 

“You have about two minutes to figure out how they work,” Jaller replied, “because we are getting 
Hahli back and getting out of here in them.” 


“No!” said the Matoran, shocked. “Only Toa can travel in these! That is who they were made for. 
Anyone else will die!” 

“PII take that chance,” said Hewkii. “It’s better than the living death of staying here.” 

“Let’s go,” said Jaller. “Nuparu, | expect you to have those things ready to run when we get back. 
We'll be back with Hahli.” 

Jaller, Matoro, Hewkii, and Kongu started up the stairs, only to stop abruptly. Karzahni was coming 
down the staircase, a struggling Hahli in tow. 

“| believe | can save you a trip, Matoran,” he said. “Two trips, actually. | return your lying friend 
to you, so you need not seek her out. And now that | know these canisters are here, | will destroy them. 
You are here to stay.” 

Karzahni flung Hahli toward the others. Jaller caught her in his arms and helped her to her feet. 
“Lying?” he said. “I have known Hahli for centuries. She does not lie.” 

“Then you area liar as well, or a fool,” replied Karzahni. “A great, sleeping spirit? An evil, armored 
shape-shifter? Six heroes who bathe in silver liquid and emerge with new power and new masks?” He 
laughed bitterly. “Am | some cowardly Rahi, to be frightened by Matoran fables? There is no Mata Nui, no 
Makuta, no Toa. There is Karzahni, and Artakha, and a universe that exists to serve our whims.” 

Jaller’s mind raced. Physically, seven Matoran, one possibly insane, were no match for this foe. No 
threat of retribution from Mata Nui would work, either, since Karzahni did not believe anyone wielded 
greater power than he. But they could not just surrender. He would destroy the canisters and with them 
the best chance to escape. It was more than just their lives at stake, for he remained convinced the Toa 
Nuva were in deadly danger somewhere. 

It was Matoro who stepped forward to stare up at Karzahni. “I was afraid on the way here,” he 
said quietly. “Almost too afraid to go on. If it had been possible, | would have turned and fled back to 
Metru Nui and let the universe collapse around me.” 

The Ko-Matoran swallowed hard and forced himself to keep talking. “When we met you, | thought 
this was it, this was the reason behind my fear. You would torture or destroy us and we couldn’t stop 
you. You could make us see terrors that were more frightening than anything imaginable, because they 
could so easily be real.” 

“Make your point, Matoran,” Karzahni answered, “before | show you a vision of pain unending.” 

Matoro planted his feet and stared up into Karzahni’s ebony eyes. “Then do it.” 

The other Matoran turned to look at Matoro. Why was he challenging this being to invade their 
minds again? Why was he inviting certain defeat? Jaller started to pull Matoro back, but the Ko-Matoran 
pushed his arm away. His attention was riveted on Karzahni. 

“Do it,’ Matoro repeated. “Pluck the worst possible future out of our heads and make us live 
every moment of it. Prove your power is something other than those ‘Matoran fables’ you make fun of. 
Or are you just one of those legends come to life, a lot of smoke and shadow and no substance?” 

Karzahni screamed with anger. The next second, a wave of power struck the assembled Matoran. 
The world spun away from underneath them, and suddenly they were back in Metru Nui. The air was 
filled with cries of fear and grief. The light of the lone sun had been extinguished for good. The waters of 
the protodermis sea were rising to engulf the city, and not all of Takanuva’s power could buy the Matoran 
even one more moment of life. 

The sky shook. The stars flickered and died. The ground beneath the Coliseum cracked open and 
swallowed that massive building whole, and the Turaga with it. Matoran ran every which way seeking some 
escape, but finding none. There was nowhere in the universe to hide, because the universe itself was 
ceasing to be. 

Mata Nui was dead. 

Some would perish right away. Others would survive for a while, despite the lack of food and 
warmth. Citizens would huddle in Ta-Metru, trying hard to keep the fires in the forges going, until finally 
the ocean claimed that district as well. 


A small number would man the boats and try to find a haven to the south, but everyone knew 
they would fail. Those who did not go mad from grief would be lost in the violent storms that gripped the 
sea lanes. 

Back in Metru Nui, Takanuva would write the last Chronicle. It would be a memorial to the Toa 
Nuva, the Turaga, and the Matoran. He would inscribe it with a futile hope that it would survive the 
cataclysm, even though in his heart he knew it would not. At last, he sat down in the center of Po-Metru, 
closed his eyes, and — 

The vision stopped abruptly. The Matoran were shaken, heartsick, almost traumatized... all except 
Matoro. The Ko-Matoran’s eyes were on Karzahni, who looked almost as staggered and shocked as his 
victims. 

“Mata Nui,” he muttered. “A whole universe... ended... my realm lost... if Mata Nui dies. Such 
power... more than | ever imagined... such power...” 

Matoro calculated they had only a few moments before Karzahni came to grips with the fact that 
there was a Great Spirit Mata Nui whose power dwarfed his own. Once he realized Mata Nui existed, but 
was comatose, there was no telling what might happen. The Ko-Matoran grabbed Jaller and Hahli and 
started running for the cylinders. The others followed. 

Nuparu was frantically opening the long silver tubes and fiddling with the controls inside. “I don’t 
know if | can make this work!” he cried. “Or where they will take us if | do.” 

“ll settle for away from here,” said Jaller. He turned to look at the Matoran who had led them 
here. “Come with us. We can help you escape.” 

The Matoran backed away. “No. The only escape you will find that way is death. Besides, what do 
| have to go home to? A land that cast me out, doomed me to spend my life here? No doubt they think 
me dead... only fitting, for they are dead to me.” 

“But —” 

The Matoran smiled. “Do what you have to do. The vision, as horrible as it was, showed me there 
is still hope... Mata Nui is not dead yet. What we saw does not have to happen. If you can stop it, you 
must dare anything to do so... just as | have to dare leaving my hiding place to help the Matoran here.” 

“Jaller, come on!” yelled Hewkii. 

The Ta-Matoran turned back to find the others in the cylinders. As he climbed into his and sealed 
it shut, he could see Karzahni suddenly realizing what was happening. He began to whirl his chain, preparing 
to tear open the cylinders and retrieve their contents. 

Jaller hit the largest switch on the controls. He felt the cylinder surge forward, even as he could 
just barely hear the other craft moving as well. Although he had no way of knowing it, the cylinder was 
already boring through rock as smoothly as if it were passing through still water. In a matter of seconds, 
the realm of Karzahni had been left behind. It was a place Jaller would never forget, though with all his 
might, he would try to erase it from his mind. 

Karzahni would never forget, either. The vision he had shared with the Matoran had shown him 
there was a vast universe beyond his borders, with a power vacuum at its head. For now, this Mata Nui 
was no threat to anyone. If he could seize total power before the Great Spirit awakened... he could give 
Matoran new reasons to fear. 


Voya Nui was as silent as the graveyard it had become. Matoran, leeched of all will and hope by the zamor 
spheres, labored ceaselessly on the slopes of the volcano. Of the only six not yet exposed to the effects 
of the spheres, five were sealed away, awaiting Reidak’s not so gentle means of questioning. 

The six Toa Nuva had been given over to the custody of Brutaka, at his insistence. He knew well 
the threat Toa represented, and he did not trust the Piraka to handle the situation. He would wring 
whatever knowledge the Toa possessed — not only about the Mask of Life, but other things the Piraka 
need not know about — and then kill them in his own way. 
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For their part, the Piraka had given up on even the pretense of being a team. Zaktan, Reidak, and 
Vezok held on to a loose alliance, while Avak, Thok, and Hakann trailed along behind trying to think of a 
way to avoid being exterminated. Avak considered trying to throw another field around Zaktan, but he 
felt sure at least some of the Piraka leader’s substance was now watching him all the time. 

And so there was no one present to see six silver cylinders wash up on the ice ring, much like six 
others had weeks before. Only the lightning in the sky was there to greet the craft as they ground to a 
halt. The sky was practically ablaze with electricity, as if heralding a greater storm to come. 

A bolt beyond any seen before lanced from the red star up above. Midway through its flight, it 
split into six forks of lightning, each crackling with energy. Like arrows shot by an expert marksman, the 
bolts struck the cylinders where they lay on the shore. Sparks danced along the metallic surface, the 
blinking lights on the sides of the craft exploding. The air was filled with smoke and steam. 

Slowly, the lid of one of the cylinders began to turn. Inside had been the Matoran named Jaller, 
captain of the Ta-Metru Guard, hero of the Bohrok war. He had been on more adventures than almost 
any other Matoran, braved dangers, dared all for the sake of his friends. But everything he was and 
everything he had done was nothing, compared to what was about to begin. 

He crawled from the cylinder and rose to his full height. The strobe effect of the lightning made 
it hard to see if the others were safe. He wished that he could see more clearly where they had landed. 

Thought became deed. Fire blazed forth from his palm, illuminating the area around him. He could 
see Matoro, Hahli, Kongu, Hewkii, and Nuparu standing on the icy beach, but not as he had known them 
before. They were tall, strong, clad in mighty armor, and wielding weapons that crackled with electricity. 
Their masks had transformed from those worn by powerless Matoran to Great Masks that rightfully 
belonged to their new identities. 

There were no cries of shock or surprise, no exclamations of joy. None of them saw this 
transformation as anything other than what it was: the first step toward a dark and dangerous destiny that 
awaited them all. 

In silence, the six new Toa extended their weapons until they touched, lightning leaping from one 
to the other. It surged toward the spot where all six joined, then a bolt blazed up into the sky and 
exploded. The blast hurled six stars into the night, powerful beacons of light that fell into orbit around 
the red star. 

Far away from the scene of rebirth, the six Piraka looked up at the new stars that now blazed in 
the sky. And though none would admit it, in that moment, a chill went up their spines. 
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CHARACTER GUIDE 


Toa Inika 


Hewkii Jaller MNuperu 
Toa Inika of Stone Toa Inika of Fire 


Kongu Meatoro | Hahli 


Toa Inika of Air Toa Inika of Ice Toa Inika of Water 


For as far back as any Matoran villager could recall, the towering peak of Mount Valmai had looked 
down over Voya Nui. Despite the danger it represented — it was, after all, an extremely active volcano — 
the mountain was regarded as a guardian that would always be there. 

In its time, Valmai had seen much. If the rock could have spoken, it would have told a tale of a 
thriving civilization, part of a mighty continent. Then the story would take a darker turn, as a portion of 
that continent was ripped away by a cataclysm and sent rocketing upward. The Turaga who lived there 
was killed in the ascent, along with many Matoran. When the new island finally came to rest in a strange 
sea, those villagers who had survived realized they had to fend for themselves or perish. 

The battle for life had been fought every day. There were victories... and defeats, such as when a 
portion of land containing a large settlement mysteriously broke off and sank beneath the sea. To this day, 
the residents of Voya Nui still threw bundles of food and other objects into the water there as a means 
of commemorating those who had been lost. 

The Matoran of Voya Nui had persevered for 1000 years through storm, famine, drought, and 
even eruptions of Valmai. If there were others on the island, the Matoran did not know of them. They 
believed they were destined to be forever alone. 

Valmai, of course, knew better. 


Axonn sat down heavily on a slab of rock, sick at heart over what he had just witnessed. The wisdom of 
thousands of years lived inside him, power beyond almost any living being coursed through his muscles, 
and yet he could do nothing to save those who fought for right. 

The six heroes called Toa Nuva and six brave Matoran had dared to challenge the evil Piraka who 
had seized control of the island. For a moment, it looked as if they might even win — the Piraka were in 
disarray and had been completely taken by surprise by the appearance of the Toa Nuva. But then, with 
one blow from the powerful Brutaka, all hope was lost. 

Brutaka. How did it come to this? 

He recalled when the two of them had first been dispatched to Voya Nui, long before the disaster 
that wrenched it free of its continent. They had been commanded by the secretive Order of Mata Nui to 
watch over the Matoran and, most importantly, the island itself. For the heart of the island concealed the 
most powerful Kanohi in existence — the Mask of Life. 

Axonn and Brutaka had done their job well. When danger threatened the region, they dealt with 
it, all the while keeping their presence hidden from the Matoran. The first rule of the Order of Mata Nui 
was that its existence must never be revealed. Even the Toa, fellow guardians of light, were unaware of 
the Order’s activities, or even that there was such an organization. 

Some time after the cataclysm, Brutaka began to change. The Great Spirit Mata Nui had abandoned 
them, he insisted. He was dead, or perhaps had simply turned his back on the Matoran to pay attention 
to some other universe. Axonn argued that Mata Nui had simply been cast into a deep sleep but would 


someday awaken, and all would be made right again. Brutaka would not listen. He continued to carry out 
his duties, but his heart was no longer in his work. 

Axonn knew his friend was on the edge. He simply did not realize how close Brutaka was to 
slipping into the darkness... 


Brutaka dumped the last of the unconscious Matoran onto the pile outside the Piraka stronghold. He had 
already taken care of the Toa Nuva — though still alive, barely, they were someplace where no one would 
ever find them. As for the Matoran, one was being interrogated and one had slipped away in the confusion 
following the battle. All the rest were destined for enslavement and hard labor on the slopes of Mount 
Valmai. 

Axonn, Brutaka knew, would be horrified by what he had done. That was because his ex-partner 
was a fool, still sitting around waiting for the return of a Great Spirit who was long gone. The Piraka, and 
others like them, were the future — beings who took advantage of the chaotic state of the universe and 
seized power wherever they found it. 

And the Kanohi mask they are searching for is the greatest power of all, he thought. Too bad | am going 
to take it away from them. And for Axonn’s sake, | hope he doesn’t get in my way. 

He gave the Matoran one last look. They were still out. By the time they woke up, their fates 
would be sealed. Brutaka walked away. 

Hissss... 

The harsh sound made him turn back. A six-headed doom viper was slithering toward the fallen 
Matoran. The creature was known for its toxic breath, which was capable of killing any plant or animal 
exposed to it. One good exhale from it and all four Matoran would be history. 

They will probably be better off, thought Brutaka. All they have to look forward to is slaving for the Piraka, 
after all... 

The doom viper inched closer. One of its heads watched Brutaka, ready to strike if he made a 
move. But he did not. 

Closer. One of the Matoran began to stir. It was much too late for that. 

The doom viper reared its heads back, ready to breathe its poison into the air. A short distance 
away, Brutaka’s eyes narrowed. 

A small vortex suddenly appeared in the air near the serpent. Before the doom viper could react, 
the vortex had grown larger. Powerful currents and eddies swirled around a heart of darkness. The 
poisonous Rahi tried to flee, but the vortex pursued, growing bigger with each moment. With an angry 
hiss, the doom viper was sucked inside and disappeared. A moment later, the vortex blinked out of 
existence. 

Brutaka smiled. He had not had that much fun since he had used his Kanohi Mask of Dimensional 
Gates on a Tahtorak, dropping it into the center of Metru Nui just for fun. Of course, that had been long 
before Voya Nui and his crisis of belief... even then, the straight and narrow path had seemed a little too 
confining. Now that he was free of that life, he could use his mask to drop a doom viper into searing lava 
without thinking twice. 

Still, the desire for amusement didn’t explain why he had bothered to waste his energies saving 
Matoran who were doomed anyway. He hoped it didn’t mean there was still some vestige of the old 
Brutaka in him. With a showdown with the Piraka looming, he could not afford any weakness. 

He walked away, troubled. It was much easier to slay a powerful enemy, it seemed, than one’s 
past. 


Balta opened his eyes just the slightest bit and watched Brutaka depart. He had regained consciousness as 


the doom viper was closing in on him and his fellow Matoran. Had Brutaka not acted, he had no idea what 
he would have done. But there wasn’t time to ponder the strange event. 
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The others were still unconscious. Dalu was missing, and so was Garan. Balta vaguely recalled 
hearing one of the Piraka say something about a “Chamber of Truth” to which the Matoran leader would 
be taken. It seemed unlikely he would ever be allowed to leave. 

Balta started shaking the others awake, all the while trying hard not to think about what Garan 
might be going through at that moment. 


Garan blinked at the sudden bright light coming through a slot in the stone wall. He had been sitting alone 
in a bare chamber for two hours, maybe more, waiting for something to happen. Now that the wait was 
over, he fought to keep his fear down. 

“Simple questions, Matoran.” The voice coming through the slot belonged to Vezok, one of the 
most vicious of the Piraka. “Give honest answers, and you live.” 

“Yes. | know how much you Piraka admire honesty,” Garan replied sarcastically. 

“How many Matoran escaped us? How many are in your little resistance group?” asked Vezok. 

“| haven’t had time to count,” said Garan. ““We’ve been too busy planning your downfall.” 

The floor beneath Garan suddenly tilted. He almost lost his balance. A crack appeared between 
the left edge of the stone floor and the wall. A dim glow could be seen through the opening. It was 
accompanied by a searing blast of heat. 

“You only get so many wrong answers, Matoran,” said Vezok. “Then your time here is over and 
we bring in one of your friends. Someone will tell us what we want to know.” 

“You don’t know Matoran very well,” Garan said defiantly. 

“Sure, | do,” snorted Vezok. “Whining little creeps always running to a Toa or a Turaga whenever 
anything goes wrong — that’s what Matoran are.” 

“Did you see a Toa or Turaga here when you came to Voya Nui? We’ve faced everything this 
island could throw at us, alone, and we're still standing. And we'll still be standing when you and Zaktan 
and the rest are food for Takea sharks.” 

The floor tilted again, this time more violently. Garan fell. The crack had widened significantly and 
he could see molten lava through it. A few more such shifts in the floor and he would be dumped into the 
molten pool, never to be seen again. 

“How much do you know about the Mask of Life?” growled Vezok. 

Garan glanced at the lava. It wouldn’t be a good way to end, but better than betraying his home 
and his friends. The Toa Nuva had told him enough about the mask so that he knew the Piraka must never 
have it. 

“Nothing,” Garan lied. “Why don’t you tell me about it?” 

Another sudden shift. Garan lost his footing again and actually slid a short distance toward the 
opening. 

“Last chance,” said Vezok. “A little while ago, | saw a lightning bolt shoot up into the sky and 
explode into six stars. Think carefully about your answer, Matoran — what was that? Another one of your 
tricks?” 

Garan wasn’t sure what to say. He had no idea what Vezok was talking about. He had a vague 
memory of a legend about stars suddenly appearing in the night sky, but that was connected to the coming 
of — 

Toa? The word exploded in Garan’s mind. The Toa Nuva were defeated... but if those were spirit 
stars appearing in the sky, then it means six new Toa are on Voya Nui. No wonder Vezok sounds nervous. He 
wants to hear that we rigged the effect somehow... anything but that there are more Toa on his trail. 

Garan stood up again, knowing it might be for the last time. Then he smiled, a grin almost as broad 
as that of the Piraka but with none of the malice. “No, Vezok,” he announced. “It was no trick of ours. | 
don’t know who or where they are, but there are six new Toa on this island. And they are coming for 
you.” 

The floor jerked abruptly. Garan toppled over and began the long slide to his doom. 
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My name is Kongu, he said to himself. | come from the tree village of Le-Koro on the island of Mata Nui. 
If | lived someplace else before that time-era, | don’t remember it. 

His companions stopped walking. He wondered if they were lost. It wasn’t like there were many 
landmarks. None of them knew this strange island, anyway, which seemed so much less hospitable than 
Mata Nui. Heavy cloud cover made navigating by the stars impossible. 

My name is Kongu, he repeated. Back home, | was captain of the Gukko bird force, and an ever-skilled 
bird wrangler. When they told us we had to hurry-move to the city of Metru Nui, | helped build boats for the trip. 
But we didn’t stay there long once we got there. 

The group was on the move again. Someone was pointing toward the volcano at the center of the 
island. That seems as good a place as any to start, he reasoned. 

We went to Metru Nui because the Turaga-elders said we had to, in order to have any hope of quick- 
waking the Great Spirit, he continued. But when we got there, we found out he wasn’t just asleep — he was dying. 
Our heroes, the Toa Nuva, were sent to this island to seek-find something that would save him. When they didn’t 
return, my friend Jaller persuaded a bunch of us to go deep-look for them. 

His thoughts trailed off. The rest of the story was too far-fetched to believe. Their masks had 
been stolen on the journey and replaced with others that were who knew how ancient. They had stumbled 
on canisters that transported them to the shores of Voya Nui. But before they could even get out and 
look around, something had happened. 

What was it? Kongu wasn’t sure. There was a bright light-flash, and then a feeling that | was surrounded 
by a thousand Nui-Rama bugs, all buzzing at once. | quick-scrambled out of the canister and there were Hahii, 
Jaller, Matoro, Nuparu, and Hewkii, all looking like Toa. From the looks in their eyes, | figured | must look like one, 
too. 

Somehow, though, he had never imagined being a Toa would feel like this. Sure, he had raw power 
in his muscles now and really awesome armor. But it almost seemed like he had too much energy and his 
mask just felt... weird. 

“Were ever-wandering in the dark,” he said in as loud a voice as he could manage while still 
whispering. “We have no idea where we are, where the Toa-heroes are, or what else might be on this 
island.” 

The others didn’t look back. The only sound was their metal-shod feet scraping against the rocks. 

“What’s wrong with this carving?” Although spoken in a whisper, Kongu’s words were like a 
shout. 

“What do you want us to do?” asked Jaller. “Turn back? Sit on the beach until morning and talk 
everything out?” 

“No,” Kongu replied, trying to keep the irritation out of his voice. “I just remember the Turaga’s 
tales of what happens when Toa go off without a plan.” 

“He has a point,” said Hahli. 


Jaller stopped and turned around. Kongu expected him to keep arguing for moving on, but 
surprisingly he did not. “You’re right, both of you. There was no point in listening to Turaga Vakama’s 
tales if we aren’t going to learn from them. But let’s keep this short. The Toa Nuva may need us.” 

Toa Nuparu sat down on a rock. “lIl start by taking this Kanohi mask off for a second. | miss my 
old one. This one just doesn’t feel —” 

The area was suddenly lit up with a blinding glare. The other Toa shielded their eyes. Nuparu 
looked around to see what was causing the bright light, but the only thing he learned was that the 
illumination was everywhere he looked. What was going on? 

“Put your mask back on!” snapped Hewkii. 

Nuparu did as he was told, figuring the new Toa of Stone must have spotted some danger. As 
soon as he had returned the Kanohi to his face, the light went out. 

“That was strange,” he said, his inventor’s curiosity piqued. 

“That was your face,” answered Hewkii. 

“Very funny,” said Nuparu. “You’re no vision of beauty yourself, Hewkii.” 

Hahli shook her head. “He’s not joking. When you took your mask off, your face gave off a blinding 
glow. | couldn’t even see your features.” 

Hewkii gestured toward a nearby cave. “Let’s talk in there. No point in lighting up the night and 
letting everyone else here know our location.” 

The cave was dank and almost too small for all six of them to fit comfortably. Once inside, Hahli 
reached up and removed her mask. Her face, too, gave off an eye-searing radiance. 

“Something’s wrong,” said Matoro. “I saw Toa Kopaka take his mask off once, and nothing like 
that happened. What kind of Toa are we?” 

“| don’t know,” Hahli answered. It seemed very strange to hear her voice coming from inside the 
glow but not be able to see her mouth move. “But that’s not the only unusual thing here. Take my mask. 
Tell me what you think.” 

Matoro reached out and took Hahli’s Kanohi from her outstretched hand. He noticed immediately 
what she was talking about. Unlike any other mask he had ever handled, this one was pliable, less like 
armor and more like organic tissue. It felt warm to the touch. Suddenly, with a cry, he dropped it on the 
ground. 

“It moved!” he yelled. “I mean... | think it moved... in my hand.” 

“Don’t be ridiculous, masks can’t move,” said Hewkii, reaching out to recover the Kanohi. 
“They’re objects, they’re not —” 

His fingers brushed against the mask. The Kanohi recoiled. Hewkii pulled back instantly. He looked 
up at the others and finished weakly, “Alive?” 

“Put it back on, Hahli,” said Jaller. 

“Im not so sure | want to,” answered the Toa of Water. She gave a half-smile. “What if it bites?” 

“Do it anyway,” said Jaller. “I feel like I’m having a conversation with a lightstone.” 

Hesitantly, Hahli took her mask in hand. It never moved, tried to get away from her, or came 
across as anything but an inert object. She put it back on, cutting off the glare and allowing the others to 
lower their hands from their eyes. 

“Well,” said Nuparu. “I always wondered what it would be like to become a Toa. Somehow, | 
never pictured blinding features and moving masks. Think we can get a do-over?” 

Jaller abruptly turned to Kongu. “What am | thinking?” 

Before the Toa of Air could think of a response, he heard Jaller’s voice in his head. It was saying 
something about a Rahi beast he had fought a long time back. Kongu “listened” for a few moments and 
then replied. “You’re remembering a Muaka that threatened Ta-Koro three years ago. You and the Guard 
needed two days to drive-chase it off — and how did | know that?” 

“It’s a Mask of Telepathy, remember?” said Jaller. “When we found it, Toa Takanuva was able to 
read Hahli’s thoughts. It changed, like the Matoran masks we were wearing, into this more organic form, 


but it still works. Despite the masks’ strange appearance, | am willing to bet they work the same as the 
ones we know... who knows, maybe better.” 

Nuparu stood up. “Great, but how do we use them? Remember how long it took the Toa Metru 
to master their mask powers in Turaga Vakama’s tale? We have no training in using Great Masks and they 
won’t activate just by our saying, ‘I wish my mask worked.” 

No sooner were the words out of Nuparu’s mouth then he shot straight up into the air and 
collided with the cavern roof. He fell back down, stunned. 

“On the other hand, maybe they will,’ commented Hewkii. 


Zaktan, leader of the Piraka, was not happy. 

The operation on Voya Nui had seemed like it would be a simple one. Get on the island, snatch 
the Mask of Life from its hiding place, and get off — no mess, little risk, and great reward. 

It had started to go wrong almost from the beginning. The Piraka had been unable to sustain the 
fraud that they were Toa here to help the local Matoran. A small group of the villagers rebelled, and time 
had to be wasted hunting them down. Then six Toa Nuva arrived on the island. They were also seeking 
the mask and it took a lengthy combat and the help of Brutaka to stop them. 

And now there are more here... 

None of the Piraka were talking openly about what they had seen, but that didn’t mean they 
weren't reviewing the moment in their heads. Those six stars that appeared in the sky were spirit stars, 
Zaktan was sure of it, and each star was bound to a Toa. Apparently, this worthless little island on the 
south end of nowhere had suddenly become a gathering point for would-be heroes. 

Add to that the fact that the Piraka themselves were turning on one another. Zaktan had already 
put down two open rebellions by his team. There were bound to be more. Eventually, he might have to 
kill one of the other five just to make a point. 

It would be worth it. Nothing mattered more than getting his hands on the Mask of Life. Let the 
Matoran burn in the lava, let the others on his team fall to Toa, and let the rest of Voya Nui sink into the 
sea — as long as he had that mask. 

The others didn’t understand. They thought it was just one more Kanohi. Zaktan knew it was 
more, although he couldn’t put his finger on just how he knew. But each time he closed his eyes to rest, 
he awoke more certain than ever that the mask was the key to ultimate power. 

Legend stated that the Mask of Life was forged by the Great Beings long before the coming of 
Mata Nui or the creation of the city of Metru Nui. It was no exaggeration to say that the life or death of 
the universe was tied to that mask. Under normal circumstances, it might be donned once every 5,000 
years by a Toa whose destiny called for such a sacrifice. For the wearer of that Kanohi, it was said, would 
burn with the energies it unleashed. 

These, of course, were not normal circumstances. The Great Spirit Mata Nui was comatose and 
had been so for 1,000 years. Metru Nui had been abandoned by the Matoran, then reclaimed. Entire cities 
had been destroyed or else torn from their home continents, as Voya Nui had been. Visorak had run wild. 
Rahi were still on the rampage in some areas. The Brotherhood of Makuta was at war with the Dark 
Hunters, and both sides eliminated any Toa they ran across. Chaos ruled. 

That explains why the Toa are here, and why they want the mask. They think they can restore order with 
it, the fools, Zaktan thought. Order is dead and buried. The universe belongs to anyone strong enough to seize 
the stars and crush them in his grasp. 

The emerald-armored Piraka was reluctant to admit even to himself that he didn’t really know 
exactly what the mask could do. He privately doubted that any one Kanohi could slay a universe. The 
legends were probably just that, legends — comforting little lies passed down by weak-minded Matoran. 
They were designed to convince the Matoran that all would be well in the end, and that there was nothing 
truly scary lurking in the darkness. 

Zaktan smiled. It is obvious the tale-tellers never met a Piraka. 
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Hakann woke up. His head felt like a Kikanalo had been dancing on it. He coughed up some rock dust and 
decided it was time to try getting up. 

Shoving aside some rubble, he stood up. He was in the Piraka stronghold, where Zaktan had left 
him. Foolishly, Hakann had calculated the Piraka leader might be ripe for overthrow, and he acted on his 
own rather than allying with others. Zaktan had beaten him with embarrassing ease and then, in a show 
of complete disrespect, had allowed the rebellious Piraka to live. 

Hakann took a deep breath and tried to calm himself. Acting from emotion was what had gotten 
him defeated. He had to be smart. He had to have a plan. Most importantly, he had to get someone else 
to take the risks next time. 

Conveniently, three other Piraka — Avak, Reidak, and Thok — chose that moment to enter the 
chamber. Hakann purposely slumped against the wall, trying to look more badly injured than he really was. 
When they asked him what had happened, he would tell them Zaktan attacked for no reason, and convince 
them they would be next. 

That’s what he would have done, anyway. But the three walked right past him with barely a glance, 
as if a wounded Hakann was something they saw every day — or wished they did. 

“I should throw you off cliffs more often,” Reidak said to Thok. “It’s fun.” 

The white-armored Piraka simply glared. Avak stepped in between them, snarling, “Shut up and 
listen! Brutaka beat six Toa Nuva with one swing of his blade. What happens if he comes after us?” 

“| point him at Reidak and get out of the way,” Thok replied. 

“He got in a lucky shot,” Reidak said. “Took the Toa by surprise. | could have handled him.” 

“Like the way you handled Zaktan?” Thok growled. “We had him caged and you freed him, you 
idiot!” 

“Enough!” Hakann shouted. The others turned to look at him, then resumed walking. But the 
crimson-armored Piraka was not going to be denied. “You’re missing the obvious,” he continued. “I expect 
that from Reidak, but not you, Thok. Where is that cunning brain you are always bragging about? Has it 
rotted from the heat of Voya Nui’s lava flows?” 

“Shut up, Hakann,” said Thok. 

“All right,” Hakann replied. “Then | guess you don’t want to know that Zaktan was conspiring 
with Brutaka long before you knew he existed. The two of them have a pact, and who else wants to bet 
it involves five dead Piraka and Zaktan with the Mask of Life?” 

The other three stopped in their tracks. Ordinarily, they wouldn’t believe much of anything that 
came from Hakann’s grinning mouth. But they also knew what Zaktan was capable of, and if he had a being 
like Brutaka at his side... 

“Forget this,” said Avak. “Let’s get off this rock. I’d rather take my chances with the Dark Hunters 
than get snapped in two by Zaktan and his pet monster.” 

“| hate to risk leaving Zaktan in control of the Mask of Life — if it exists,” said Thok. “But unless 
we can split Brutaka away from him —” 

“Are you finished?” Hakann said, sounding bored. “There will be no splitting. There will be no 
snapping. Instead, you will listen to me and do exactly what | say... assuming, of course, you want to live 
to see another rainy day on Voya Nui.” 

Hakann waited a moment for his words to sink in, and then smiled. “We can handle Zaktan. 
Brutaka is the real threat. So we get him before he gets us, and here’s how we do it.” 

The other three Piraka listened carefully to the words that followed. By the time Hakann was 
finished, they were smiling, too. 


Garan was about to die. 

He could feel the intense heat of the lava and his hands losing their grip on the smooth stone of 
the floor. He realized with surprising calm that the dark gray rock and the fingers of his left hand might 
well be the last things he ever saw in this life. In his last moments, he voiced a hope that Balta would take 
over for him as leader and drive the Piraka from Voya Nui’s shores. 

His head hurt. At first, he thought it was caused by the proximity of the molten inferno that waited 
for him. Then he realized it was a sound that was piercing his brain, barely audible yet potent nonetheless. 
He had heard that sound before. What was it? 

The sound increased in volume. He wondered if this was some final torture of Vezok’s before the 
end. 

Now the mind-shredding vibration was replaced by a different sound, that of a stone wall 
shattering into rubble. Rock and dust rained down on Garan. He looked over his shoulder to see one wall 
of the Chamber of Truth gone and four Matoran standing there. 

Balta got a running start and made a successful leap over the gap in the floor. As he started to 
help Garan up, the Onu-Matoran spotted Vezok coming up behind the others. Giving a yell, Garan fired 
his pulse bolts, striking the Piraka square in the chest and sending him flying. 

Balta and Garan leapt toward safety, just barely catching a handhold on the rock. Piruk, Kazi and 
Velika scrambled to help them up. Vezok had already recovered from Garan’s initial attack and was heading 
back toward the group. 

The Piraka charged, his massive arm coming down to deliver a blow to Piruk. Balta shot between 
him and his target and raised his twin repellers. Vezok’s fist met the weapons and he was immediately 
flung back, struck down by his own power. 

“Go! Run!” yelled Balta. All five Matoran broke for the foothills. By the time Vezok’s senses 
returned, they were gone. 

Once they were sure they were not being pursued, the members of the Matoran resistance 
stopped and caught their breath. Garan looked around and noticed not all were present. “Where’s Dalu?” 

“| don’t know,” Balta replied. “She wasn’t there when | woke up. Maybe she escaped before they 
brought us to the Chamber of Truth.” 

“We need to find her,” said Garan. “And we need to find the Toa.” 

Piruk shook his head. “The Toa Nuva are almost certainly dead. The Piraka would not leave them 
alive. It’s hopeless.” 

Velika smiled. “There once was a Matoran who was stricken with thirst. He left his shelter to seek 
out his water bucket, but when he found it, it was dry. Puzzled, he lifted it up and discovered a hole in the 
bottom had let the water leak out. Angry that his thirst could not now be quenched, he cursed the bucket, 
cursed the island, and cursed his need for water. So frustrated was he that he never noticed water had 
begun to fall from the sky.” 


There was a long silence. Finally, Kazi sank his head into his hands and said, “I know | am going to 
regret asking this... but what does that mean?” 

“It means don’t get so caught up in looking for salvation from one direction that you miss seeing 
it coming from another,” said Garan. “The Toa Nuva may be captured, or they may be dead. But six new 
stars appeared in the sky — and six new Toa walk this island.” 

“What makes you think they will fight any better than the Toa Nuva did?” asked Piruk. 

Garan recalled the image of the six Toa Nuva, battered into unconsciousness by Brutaka. It had 
been the last thing he had seen before darkness claimed him as well. “All | know, Piruk, is their fate cannot 
be any worse.” 


Nuparu wasn’t sure whether to shout with joy or scream with terror. 

Just after he and the other new Toa had left the cave, an idle thought crossed his mind about his 
Kanohi mask. A second later, he was flying high above the rocky ground, swooping and diving like a manic 
Gukko bird. For someone who had spent virtually his whole life laboring in underground tunnels, it was 
exhilarating and horrifying at the same time. 

Down below, the other Toa watched him, eyes wide with shock. Behind his mask, Kongu could 
not keep the resentment off his face. After all, he was the best Gukko rider on Mata Nui — if anyone got 
a Mask of Flight, it should have been him. 

“What’s he doing up there?” asked Hahli. 

The answer came to Kongu almost immediately. “He doesn’t know how to safe-land.” There was 
more, but he chose not to share it. Ever since he had triggered his mask power for Jaller, he had been 
unable to turn it off. His mind was now full of the babble of everyone else’s thoughts. Jaller was worried 
they had plunged into more than they could handle; Hahli was struggling to remember all that Toa Nuva 
Gali had taught her; and Hewkii was a little upset no one had commented on the fact that his armor had 
turned from brown to yellow when he became a Toa. 

Nuparu banked at the last moment and just avoided smashing into a peak. Convinced someone 
had to do something before they wound up short one Toa, Jaller turned to Matoro. “Can you use your 
ice power to, | don’t know, hold him in place for a second and —” 

The Toa of Fire stopped abruptly. Matoro was lying on the ground, completely still, as if he had 
just been struck dead. Jaller, along with the others, rushed to his side. Nuparu’s plight was now forgotten. 

“Matoro? Matoro!” 

“Is he —?” Hewkii asked quietly. 

“| don’t know,” said Jaller. “I don’t think so. What could have happened? We were standing right 
beside him. No one could have attacked.” 

“Perhaps it’s these masks,” answered Hewkii. “Maybe they’re trying to kill us.” 

“No, | don’t understand it either,” said Hahli. Jaller looked up to see that she was facing away 
from Matoro, apparently having a conversation with empty air. He wondered for a moment if Hahli had 
gone crazy. 

“Just relax,” Hahli continued. “We'll figure this out, | promise.” 

“Figure what out?” said Hewkii. “Who are you talking to?” 

“Well, she thinks she’s happy-talking to Matoro,” reported Kongu. “Which is obviously ridiculous, 
since Matoro is over here and isn’t much of a conversationalist right now.” 

“You’re wrong,” said Hahli. “Only his body is over there. His spirit is floating in the air over here, 
and no, | don’t know how it happened. Matoro thinks it has something to do with his mask. He says there 
are five Matoran not far away who are looking for us.” 

“How does he know?” asked Jaller, rapidly running out of patience with this increasingly bizarre 
situation. 

Hahli glanced down at the ground before answering, clearly realizing the others were about to 
think she had lost her mind. “Um, well, he says he flew through the mountains... straight through the 
rock, like it wasn’t there... and he saw them... but they couldn’t hear him or see him.” 
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Hewkii, Jaller, and Kongu looked at one another, then looked at her. Finally, Kongu muttered in 
disgust, “Sure. He’s flying, Nuparu’s flying, everyone’s flying but the one who knows how to fly.” 

Jaller frowned. “Can he reverse... whatever happened?” 

Hahli turned away from the others and said, “Try.” 

On the ground, Matoro suddenly stirred. The light in his eyes flared to life. He jerked awake like 
someone emerging from a very bad dream. “What? Where? Mata Nui, what a dream...” 

Hahli knelt down beside him. “I don’t think it was a dream. | saw you, even if the others didn’t.” 
She smiled. “And that’s some power you have.” 

“Im not sure | want to know what my mask does,” Hewkii remarked. “It might turn me into a 
Le-Matoran or something.” 

“You wish,” Kongu shot back, managing a grin. 

Jaller ignored them, focusing on Matoro. “Which way are these Matoran? Keep in mind, we can’t 
walk through solid rock.” 

Matoro pointed to the north. “They’re scared, Jaller, of something or someone called ‘Piraka.’ | 
got the feeling they are the only Matoran on the island still free.” 

Jaller helped the new Toa of Ice to his feet. “Let’s go find them. The more | find out about this 
place, the more worried about the Toa Nuva | become.” 
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There was no direct route to the spot where Matoro had sighted the Matoran, just a winding path through 
the foothills and into the mountains. At one point, Hahli suggested that Matoro use his mask power again 
to find them, but the Toa of Ice refused, still disturbed from his last experience. Jaller finally coaxed Nuparu 
close enough to the ground to communicate what they were looking for and asked him to scout from the 
air. 

He returned within a few minutes to say he had not seen any Matoran, but that he had spotted 
something that was most definitely not a villager or a Toa. “A face only a mother Manas could love,” 
Nuparu said. “And he’s armed.” 

“Only one?” asked Jaller. 

Nuparu nodded. “Blue armor, nasty spikes, weapons in both hands. | saw him make a rock explode 
just by glancing at it.” 

“Sounds like someone we should talk to.” 

“Yeah, let’s take him down,” agreed Hewkii. When the others turned to look at him, he smiled 
and said, “Hey, I’m Toa of Stone now. A rock has been destroyed — | have to avenge it, don’t 1?” 


Vezok’s eyes were riveted on the dark sky. He could have sworn he had seen a flying figure a few moments 
before. Whatever it was had spotted him, then turned tail and soared off. Worse, it didn’t look like just 
some flying Rahi. 

The last time he had seen someone “fly” on this island, it had been Reidak and he had been hurled 
into the air by — 

Suddenly, he knew just what he had seen. For an instant, he considered running back and getting 
the others. Then the potential for the kind of victory that vaulted one to leadership crossed his mind, not 
to mention all the loot that might be his. The other Piraka, he decided, would really just get in the way. 

He broke into a run, already anticipating the battle to come. 


The journey of the new Toa came to an abrupt halt. 

They had arrived at the edge of a vast gorge. Below, a stream of molten lava wound its way 
through the rock. The gap was too wide to jump and too long to go around without hours of walking. But 
the Matoran that Toa Nuparu had spotted were somewhere on the other side. They might not have hours 
to spare to reach them. 

Jaller turned to Nuparu. “You'll have to fly us over.” 

“Now wait a minute,” Kongu broke in. “Let’s be sensible. Nuparu and | can switch masks, and PII 
do the flying.” 

Jaller was going to respond, but never got the chance. Instead, it was Nuparu who spoke up. “That 
does make sense. | can’t argue with it. But destiny, for whatever reason, gave me this mask. There has to 
be a reason for that.” 

“Destiny has a sense of humor?” jeered Kongu. 

“I think | am supposed to have it. I’m not going to give it up, not yet,” Nuparu replied. Then he 
broke into a grin. “Besides, flying’s kind of fun.” 

“Wonderful,” said Kongu, shaking his head. “They can deep-carve that on our memorial stones — 
‘But at least Nuparu had fun.” 

Nuparu rose into the air and grabbed onto Kongu. Before the Toa of Air could protest, Nuparu 
had him halfway across the gorge. When they reached the other side, he unceremoniously dropped Kongu 
to the ground. 

“This is amazing,” cried Nuparu. “Why, if | built some tools that would help me stay level and 
steer, this mask would work even better.” 

In short order Hewkii and Matoro crossed over in similar fashion. Hahli had wanted to go last — 
she had a terrible headache that seemed to get worse the closer they got to the center of the island — but 
Jaller insisted that he should act as rear guard. Nuparu picked her up gently and started across. 

This time, the passage was not so smooth. A fierce wind kicked up when he was partway across. 
Inexperienced at flying, Nuparu did not know how to compensate. Thrown off balance, he lost his grip on 
Hahli. 

Jaller watched in horror. No doubt any of the Toa could save her with their elemental powers, 
but they had had little to no practice using them so far. A miscalculation would mean her death. 

Later, Jaller would realize he never actually gave any thought to what he did. Instead, he just ran, 
leapt out into midair, and caught Hahli. The added weight should have sent them both plunging into the 
lava, but instead Jaller used the change in momentum to execute a perfect midair somersault that carried 
them toward the far edge. He landed feetfirst on the lip of the gorge. The other Toa just stared at him in 
disbelief. 

“Whoa,” said Hewkii. “That was a new one.” 

“Even Toa Lewa would have admired that move,” added Kongu. “Who taught you that?” 


Jaller put Hahli down and shrugged. “No one. It was the only thing to do, but... it shouldn’t have 
worked. We should both be in the lava. | can’t understand how...” 

“Could it be your mask?” asked Hahli. 

Kongu chuckled. “What, it’s a Mask of Leaping?” 

Nuparu landed next to the group. “Or something much more powerful,” he said. “We should test 
it, Jaller. And... I’m sorry about what happened.” 

All of the Toa waited for Kongu to make some cutting remark. Instead, the Toa of Air threw his 
arm around the shoulders of the Toa of Earth and said, “Come here, Toa-hero. Let me quick-teach you a 
little something about updrafts and downdrafts. | don’t want you crashing and breaking that mask.” 


Hidden among the rocks, Vezok watched the six newcomers. They were Toa, all right, but novices. This, 
he decided, would be no trouble at all. He chewed up and spit out rookie Toa. In fact, it might even be 
fun to use zamor spheres on a few of them and let them fight one another. 

Smiling, he emerged from his hiding place and took aim. 


Matoro spotted the threat too late. Even as he shouted out a warning, Vezok’s zamor sphere struck his 
body. There was a flash of electricity as it passed through him. 

The Toa waited. Vezok waited. Most of all, Matoro waited to see what would happen. 

Nothing. 

Vezok looked at his launcher, annoyed. He fired again. Same result. “What’s going on here?” he 
grumbled. “You should be enslaved.” 

“Oh, is that what that does?” said Matoro. He raised his ice sword. “Then | don’t feel so bad about 
doing this.” 

Matoro expected a blast of ice to fly from the blade, much like he had seen Kopaka Nuva create 
a hundred times. But this was different. His blade glowed with a bright light, and the blue-white beam of 
ice that it hurled was interlaced with lightning. It struck Vezok dead on, simultaneously freezing and jolting 
him. 

The blue-armored Piraka hit the ground hard. The force of the attack had been unexpected, but 
he wasn’t worried. He could already feel this new Toa’s power being added to his own. Laughing, he 
launched a blast of electrically charged ice at the red-and-yellow Toa nearby. 

This time, Jaller knew it was the mask. There was no possible way he could dodge the ice, yet 
somehow he managed to twist his body out of the way. For a moment, he almost sensed that the mask 
was regarding him with approval. 

“You picked the wrong Toa to throw snowballs at,” he snapped. His weapon, too, was glowing, 
and the flames it shot sizzled with pure electricity. Again, Vezok was struck, and again he went down. But 
he didn’t stay down. 

“Get ready,” said Matoro. “He duplicated my power when | used it on him. He'll do the same 
with Jaller’s, but I’m guessing he can’t handle more than one power at a time.” 

Vezok raised both arms and smiled broadly. “Guess again.” 

Blasts of fire and ice flew from the Piraka’s hands. Matoro and Hahli were sent reeling by the 
unleashed elemental energy. That’s two down, Vezok thought. There should be a quick way to take out the 
other four, but... 

He frowned. Ever since the accident, he had lost the ability to think tactically the way he used to. 
He was still smarter than he looked, but that intellectual edge was missing. Still, he knew who had stolen 
it from him, and he would get it back as soon as these Toa were dead. 

Hewkii, Kongu, Jaller, and Nuparu stood shoulder to shoulder. The Toa of Air reached out with 
his Mask of Telepathy to probe the Piraka, but recoiled almost immediately. “Muaka bones, it’s a pesthole 
in there,” he exclaimed. “I’ve crawled through Nui-Rama nests that were cleaner.” 

“Who are you? What do you want here?” asked Jaller. 
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“The name is Vezok,” answered the Piraka. “My partners and | already claimed this island by right 
of conquest. And we don’t like trespassers.” 

“That’s too bad,” said Nuparu. “Were —” 

“I know what you are,” Vezok cut him off. “Toa. | could smell you a kio away. You all have that 
‘doomed do-gooder’ stench.” 

Hewkii hefted a huge boulder. Vezok only smiled. “Drop that or | freeze-fry your two pals,” he 
said. 

The Toa of Stone shrugged and casually tossed the rock aside. Only Matoro noticed it hit another 
rock, ricochet, hit a second, and so on. 

“Do yourselves a favor,” Vezok continued. “Clear off Voya Nui while you still can, or you’ll wind 
up like those other Toa. You can’t beat one Piraka, let alone six.” 

Now it was Hewkii’s turn to smile. “Guess again.” 

The boulder ricocheted one last time and slammed into Vezok’s back. Stunned more by the 
surprise of the blow than from its force, Vezok stumbled forward. Nuparu triggered his mask power and 
shot through the air, slamming into the Piraka’s midsection and knocking him to the ground. The other 
three Toa closed in. 

Vezok snarled, energies crackling around his open palms. Jaller rested the tip of his energized 
flame-sword on the Piraka’s throat. “Think about it,” said the Toa of Fire. “Can you get off a blast before 
| do? Are you fast enough?” 

Jaller cocked his head and locked eyes with Vezok. “I don’t need a Mask of Telepathy to know 
what’s going through your head. You figure we’re new to being Toa, maybe not quick enough or skilled 
enough to use our powers. And you’re right. But, see, there’s only one problem — I’m so new | can’t 
always control my flame. | might want to just singe you, Vezok... but poor, novice Toa that | am, | could 
slip... and burn your head clean off.” 

Vezok lowered his hands. Kongu turned away to check on Matoro and Hahli. His mask power 
was almost impossible to turn off and the last thing he wanted was any more exposure to Vezok’s 
thoughts. 

“Get up,” ordered Jaller. “You’re going to take us to those other Toa you mentioned.” 

“Sure,” Vezok replied. “I’ve never liked the smell of something burning... especially when it’s me.” 

Jaller shoved the Piraka ahead of them. Hewkii and Matoro took the flanks, with Kongu acting as 
rear guard. They had gone only a short distance when the Toa of Air picked up a disturbing image from 
Vezok’s mind. He cried out, but not fast enough. The Piraka had hurled an ice blast and a fire blast at each 
other, creating a wall of steam when they met. Kongu used his control over wind to dissipate the cloud, 
but by that time, the Piraka was gone. 

“Do we track him?” asked Matoro. 

Jaller shook his head. “He knows the island. We don’t. But he may be our only lead to the Toa 
Nuva.” 

An Onu-Matoran stepped out from behind a cluster of rocks. “If you follow him, he will pick you 
off one by one. He will be heading back to the stronghold to warn Zaktan of your approach. We need to 
make our plans before he reaches there.” 

“Zaktan? Stronghold? Who are you?” asked Matoro, feeling like he had walked in on one of Hahli’s 
tales in the middle. 

“My name is Garan. | will tell you my story on our journey. I’d suggest you listen, if you ever hope 
to leave this island alive.” 


Garan led the Toa on a long journey, sticking close to the coastline all the way. He explained that the 
waters around Voya Nui were so treacherous that the Piraka did not expect enemies to arrive by sea. 
They focused their attention on the air. Apparently, they expected someone to come looking for them, 
someone infinitely more frightening than Toa. 

“You are Toa, aren’t you?” he asked at one point. “But you don’t look like Toa Nuva.” 


“Were not,” said Jaller. He thought about the lightning bolts that had unleashed their powers, the 
glow of their faces behind their masks, the way their weapons radiated energy. Then he said, “No, not 
Toa Nuva. Toa Inika.” 

The name caught the other Toa by surprise, but it made sense — inika was the Matoran word for 
“the energies of a star.” No one reacted quite as much as Hahli, though. For a brief moment, the headache 
she felt intensified, and then it lessened almost completely. She allowed herself a moment of relief before 
wondering just what had changed. Was it the name Jaller had thought up, or was it the sight of the volcano 
in the distance that had caused the pressure on her mind to ease... or was it both? Almost as if in response, 
she felt a small jolt of pain. 

Her hands flew up to her mask. As soon as she took it off, all the pain stopped. So it is the Kanohi, 
she said to herself. Yet it’s not an attack, somehow | know that. No, the mask is trying to direct us. But where? 

“This way,” said Garan. He led the Toa Inika through a tunnel in the rock. It wound up and up, 
growing narrower as it rose. At the top, Garan slid aside a stone and disappeared inside a hole. 

Jaller led the Toa through the opening. Inside was a small chamber. Garan and four other Matoran 
waited within. 

“This is all of you?” asked Kongu. “Five Matoran on an entire island?” 

“Five still free,” Balta answered. 

“Make that six.” 

The two groups turned to see Dalu slipping in through another entrance. She spared a smile for 
Balta before giving her report to Garan. “I tried to get away but didn’t make it very far. | saw enough to 
know you’re right. The Piraka alliance is fracturing.” 

“Then it is time to strike,” said Kazi. 

“Never a better one,” Dalu agreed. “Hakann, Reidak, Avak, and Thok are nowhere to be found. 
Zaktan is in a rage over it. No one is watching the Matoran workers on the slopes of the volcano.” 

“Slow down,” said Matoro. “What’s going on here? Where are the Toa Nuva?” 

“Dead, if they’re lucky,” Garan replied. “If they’re not, Zaktan has them. They are looking for a 
treasure hidden on this island — your friends said it was a mask needed to save the life of the Great Spirit. 
They enslaved our people to help them get their claws on it. We are going to stop them.” 

Garan walked up to Jaller and looked up at the Toa of Fire. “Your fellow Toa tried to help and 
paid the price. If you want to turn and go, we will understand. But if you want to aid us, you must decide 
now. This chance to hit the Piraka hard may not come again.” 

Jaller instantly knew what his decision would be, but he was determined not to be Tahu or Vakama 
or other Toa who had acted rashly. He turned to the others. One by one, they nodded their heads. Then 
he looked back at Garan. 

“You point us in the right direction,” said the Toa of Fire. “We'll handle the hitting.” 


Jaller hefted the launcher in his left hand, appreciating the lightweight feel and the efficiency of 
design. Velika had handed them out to all the Toa Inika before they departed the Matoran refuge. He had 
made some comment about flames being the surest way to stop a fire, which made no sense to Jaller at 
all. 

The Toa and Matoran resisters had split into three teams. Jaller, Hahli, Dalu, and Piruk were 
headed for the northern face of the volcano. Velika had assured them that the ammunition in the launchers 
would be able to free the enslaved Matoran workers. 

“What are these things loaded with?” Jaller asked as they walked. 

“Keep quiet and keep moving,” Dalu replied. Hahli’s eyes widened at her tone. 

“Don’t mind her,” Piruk said quietly. “She’s just edgy. Anyway, that building we were in is an old 
fortress built long before Voya Nui floated where it is now. We were securing underground entrances to 
it when Velika found this silvery pool. None of us knew what it was, but he insists it will free our friends 
from the effects of the zamor spheres. | snuck into the Piraka stronghold, stole some spheres, and Velika 
filled them up with the stuff. Who knows if they’ll work... but even death would be better than being 
slaves to the Piraka, | guess.” 

“Maybe you two would like to take a rest and discuss the history of Voya Nui?” Dalu snapped. 
“I’m sure Toa Hahli and | can manage this mission without you.” 

“Dalu!” Hahli exclaimed. “We’re all on the same team here. Let’s not fight among ourselves. In 
Metru Nui —” 

“Right,” said Dalu. “I’m sure where you come from, Ga-Matoran are all gentle peace-makers who 
never raise their voices. That’s what they... we... were like where | came from too. But | have news for 
you, sister — this isn’t Metru Nui. We don’t have time to be polite. It’s fight, or end up like them.” 

Dalu was pointing up at the slope of Mount Valmai. A small group of Matoran were digging into 
the side of the volcano, moving slowly and mechanically. An unhealthy glow radiated from their eyes. 

The Ga-Matoran crouched down. “We’re in luck. No Piraka around. But if any of the workers 
spot us, they'll shout out an alarm and we'll have a fight on our hands. So aim true.” 

“You expect us to launch these spheres at them?” Hahli asked in disbelief. “When we don’t know 
what effects they might have?” 

“Well, we could go ask them nicely to stop being worker drones for the Piraka, but somehow | 
don’t think that will work,” Dalu replied acidly. “If Velika says we use these things, then we use them.” 

“She’s right,” said Jaller, already taking aim. “Maybe it’s not what the Toa Nuva or the Turaga 
would do, but they’re not here... and like she said, this isn’t Metru Nui.” 

Jaller triggered the launcher. The sphere flew straight and true, striking one of the Matoran in the 
chest and passing harmlessly through his body. For a few moments, nothing happened. Then the sickly 
glow faded and the Matoran looked around as if he had just awakened from a long sleep. 


The other Matoran workers noticed immediately that something was not right. They picked up 
their tools and started toward the now-freed member of their group. 

Hahli recalled a tale she had once heard. Toa Nokama had been very ill and she’d had to consume 
an herb to be healed. These spheres, she decided, were like that herb — the only hope for a cure. With 
that in mind, she started using her launcher. 

She was no Hewkii when it came to aim, but she had not been a kolhii champion without learning 
something about accuracy. Between them, she and Jaller managed to hit and heal each of the Matoran 
before the alarm could be raised. 

Dalu rushed out to greet her friends. “Piruk will take you to a place of safety, but you have to 
move fast,” she said to the confused Matoran. “He'll explain what’s been happening on the way. Once you 
have rested, you'll have your chance to fight. Understand?” 

The villagers nodded and followed the Le-Matoran down the slope. Dalu turned to Jaller and Hahli, 
saying, “Next time, launch faster.” Then she resumed walking, saying quietly over her shoulder, “And 
thanks.” 


“Tell me again where we're going,” said Toa Matoro. He, Toa Hewkii, Balta, and Kazi had been hiking for 
what felt like days, and they were still only halfway up the mountain pass. 

“Just trust me,” Kazi replied. 

Matoro glanced at Hewkii, and both clenched their Toa weapons a little bit tighter. After all, the 
Toa Nuva had come here and obviously something bad had happened to them. Who was to say they 
weren't betrayed by the very beings they were trying to help? 

“You said you have an ally up here,” said Toa Hewkii. “If he’s so powerful and on your side, where 
has he been all this time? Why did he let the Piraka take over the island?” 

Kazi started to say something, then stopped. It was Balta who answered, saying, “Sometimes you 
can’t do what your heart tells you to... sometimes you have a duty to something greater than yourself.” 

The Ta-Matoran stopped and turned to look at the Toa. “This is important. In the battle to come, 
Matoran may die, Toa may die, and it doesn’t matter. None of it matters. The only thing that counts is 
keeping the Mask of Life out of the hands of the Piraka. If we all have to die and this island has to be blown 
to fragments to stop them, then that’s what we'll do.” 

Hewkii shook his head. “There has to be a better way than total destruction. What kind of a 
victory is that?” 

Balta resumed his quick pace up the pass. “If you wanted nice, clean victories, Toa, you should 
have stayed on this Metru Nui you came from.” 

Kazi suddenly darted off the path to the right and scrambled over the rocks. This is it, thought 
Hewkii. He disappears, and the trap is sprung. 

But there was no sudden ambush. Instead, the rocks slid aside, as if moved by a giant hand, to 
reveal a cavern mouth. A light glowed from somewhere far within. Kazi leaped back down to stand beside 
the others. 

“He’s in there,” said the Ko-Matoran. 

“Who?” 

“Axonn,” Kazi and Balta said simultaneously. Then the two looked at each other, startled. “l 
thought | was the only one who knew —” said Kazi. 

“| met him not long ago. He saved my life,” said Balta. “How long have you known he was here? 
Why didn’t you tell anyone?” 

“I think we should save the questions,” Hewkii said, pointing into the cave. 

An armored figure had staggered into view. His size and power were unmistakable, yet he could 
barely stay on his feet and the axe he dragged behind him seemed too much to carry. When he saw Kazi, 
he reached out a hand. Then he began to fall. 

Toa Matoro acted quickly, using his ice power to create a soft bed of snow for the stranger to 
land on. Then the four of them rushed to Axonn’s side. His armor was battered and scorched, and some 


of the muscle tissue inside had been damaged as well. For a moment, Matoro wondered if they were in 
time only to watch him die. 

“Kazi...” Axonn said weakly. “You and these Toa... you have to hurry...” 

“What is it?” said the Ko-Matoran. “Who did this to you?” 

“Brutaka,” the wounded figure replied. “Said he was going to tell the Piraka how to find the Mask 
of Life... then steal it from them. He doesn’t understand... what might happen... | tried to stop him, 
but...” 

“Where was he headed?” asked Balta. 

“The stronghold,” said Axonn. “I thought | could bring him back to the way of Mata Nui... but he 
is lost in the darkness. Stop him... stop him even if you have to kill him to do it.” 

The light in Axonn’s eyes winked out then. Kazi knelt beside him and said, “He’s alive, just 
unconscious. | should stay and —” 

“No. We need you,” said Balta. He looked up at Hewkii and Matoro. “And we need you, too. 
Brutaka is the one who beat your friends — maybe killed them — we don’t know. If he gets his hands on 
the Mask of Life, or the Piraka do, the universe dies screaming.” 

Hewkii looked into the eyes of Balta. It was impossible to read their expression, cloaked in 
darkness as they were, but Hewkii knew they must contain the same steely resolve as Tahu Nuva’s orbs. 
He wondered for a split second how destiny chose who would be a Toa and who wouldn’t, for surely this 
Ta-Matoran had the heart of a hero. 

“We'll pick up the others on the way,” said the Toa of Stone. “And then I’ll show Brutaka how a 
kolhii ball feels when it’s kicked into orbit.” 


Garan ducked as a concussive blast shattered a nearby boulder. 

“It’s getting our range,” he said. “We need to withdraw.” 

Toa Kongu dove and rolled across the rocky ground, blasts sizzling the air just above him. When 
he was behind cover again, he turned to Garan and Velika. “And do what? Come back later when it’s 
deep-asleep? It’s a machine!” 

Garan peered around the rock. The nektann, robotic guardian of the Piraka stronghold, spotted 
him instantly and fired. Garan barely got out of the way in time. “I’m only suggesting that maybe your fears 
for your missing friends, the Toa Nuva, are blinding you to the real crisis on this island.” 

“That the Gukko birds of worry and care fly about your head, you cannot change,” Velika chimed 
in. “But that they build nests in your mask, you can prevent.” 

“You’re worried about six Toa,” Garan continued, trying to be heard over the impacts of the 
blasts. “I have the whole Matoran population of this island to protect!” 

“And you’ve been doing a real happy-cheer job of that, from what I’ve heard!” snapped Kongu. 
“First, we find the Toa Nuva. Then, we rescue the rest of your Matoran. Got it?” 

“| thought Toa always put the interests of Matoran first,” Garan said. 

“| thought Matoran were taller,’ Kongu replied. “Just another of life’s little disappointments. 
Listen, | understand you want to help your friends. But without the Toa Nuva, none of my friends would 
be alive. | owe them.” 

Nuparu shot by overhead, just barely avoiding the blasts of a second nektann. “You two want to 
stop arguing, and find a way to shut these things down?” 

“You’re the Toa of Earth!” Kongu shouted back. “Throw dirt at them or something!” 

“The bird soars through the sky,” Velika muttered. “But if | were a colossus, and the sky was 
beneath my feet, could it truly be said the bird flew underground?” 

Before Kongu could ask just what the Po-Matoran was talking about, Garan was yelling at Nuparu. 
“Down! Go down!” the Matoran said. 

Nuparu obligingly went into a dive, firing his blaster drill as he went. The power of the weapon 
bore a hole in the ground beneath him. The nektann tried in vain to target the flying Toa, but couldn’t 
compensate for his speed. An instant later, he had vanished underground. 
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“What just happened?” asked Kongu. 

“Velika looks at things from a unique angle,” said Garan. “He was suggesting a flying Toa of Earth 
might be well served by doing the same thing.” 

An explosion rocked the area, followed by another. Kongu peered over the boulder to see flames 
shooting up from both of the devastated nektann as the acrid smell of burning metal filled the air. The 
cause, a smiling Nuparu, emerged from the smoking wreckage a moment later. 

“Armored all over,” he said, “except at the bottom. One shot from below, and boom. | should 
have figured that out myself.” 

Velika smiled proudly and patted Toa Nuparu on the arm. For a moment, they weren’t a Toa and 
a Matoran, but simply two inventors sharing a moment of accomplishment. 

“We may want to save the congratulations for later,” said Garan, pointing at the still-smoking 
wreckage. Some of the scattered pieces were beginning to move toward one another, as if drawn 
magnetically. Nuparu suddenly remembered tales of the Metru Nui Vahki reassembling themselves after 
defeats. 

“Let’s get inside before they finish,” he said. “Round two might not go as smoothly.” 

The two Toa and two Matoran sprinted for the gateway. The workers who had crafted the door 
had made it well, with inches-thick stone and solid locks. Nuparu took aim with his blaster drill. Kongu 
reached out and gently lowered the Toa of Earth’s weapon. “Too noisy. Let me,” he said. 

The Toa of Air unlimbered his crossbow in one smooth motion and fired. A bolt of energy pierced 
the lock as if it weren’t there. The massive door swung open. Velika immediately began examining Kongu’s 
weapon, muttering to himself in wonderment. Garan finally had to pull the diminutive tinkerer away. 

Despite the warmth of the outside air, the interior of the stronghold was deathly cold. The party 
moved silently through the dark corridors, alert for any sound or movement. Kongu used his crossbow 
on every locked door they came across, hoping each time to find the Toa Nuva behind one of them. 
Instead, they found empty rooms, chambers filled with scraps of equipment, and one whose walls were 
covered with crude carvings reading “Vezok” and “Vezon.” 

“That makes no sense,” Toa Nuparu whispered. “Vezok’s a Piraka... but Vezon is the Matoran 
word for ‘double.’ | don’t see the connection.” 

By reflex, everyone turned to look at Velika. But the Po-Matoran just shrugged his shoulders. 

The group inspected another score of empty chambers before finally reaching one that looked 
like it had been used recently. Huge, and packed from floor to ceiling with items both familiar and bizarre, 
it appeared to be a combination trophy room/training room. In one corner, a cage hung from the ceiling. 
In another was a stack of artifacts of unknown value, probably plundered from other islands during the 
Pirakas’ past exploits. Two mechanisms occupied the center of the room, apparently designed to teach 
the user how to stay atop a wild animal. Their purpose was partially explained when Kongu found a carving 
that showed the Piraka riding what looked like the massive Tahtorak of Turaga Vakama’s tales. 

“Glad | missed that,” the Toa of Air muttered. 

“Kongu!” Toa Nuparu cried out. “Over here!” 

Garan and Velika were already standing beside the Toa of Earth, looking up at the wall. The long 
shadows made it impossible for Kongu to see what they were reacting to until he got up close. Then he 
wished he had never looked. 

Hanging from large, rusted nails were the masks of the six Toa Nuva. Their reason for being on 
display was unmistakable: they were trophies of conquest. 

“Mata Nui, preserve us,” Nuparu whispered. 

“It may already be too late for that,” Kongu replied, shock in his voice. “I don’t know what this 
means — whether they were simply brought to down-ground, or they’re dead — but | do know they have 
to be avenged.” 

“Do we... do we take them with us?” 


Kongu shook his head. “We have no way to easy-carry them and no suva to leave them on. We 
need our hands free for combat, Nuparu, especially now. They will be ever-safe here. Trust me, the Piraka 
won't get the chance to touch these masks again.” 

The two Toa and two Matoran departed the chamber. Silence hung over them the way that 
Visorak webs once shrouded Metru Nui. All along, Nuparu and Kongu had nursed the hope that they 
simply had to find the Toa Nuva, and then all would be right. Now they were faced with the very real 
possibility that there were no longer any Toa Nuva to find. 

They continued their exploration of the stronghold with more urgency now. If their heroes were 
gone, there were still villains to find and punish. But all they found were deserted rooms, until finally a 
sharp turn led them into a massive central chamber that housed a huge vat of greenish-black virus. Garan 
winced as he remembered the defeat of the Toa Nuva and the Matoran resistance in this very room, not 
so long ago. 

“The substance in that vat is what the Piraka used to enslave my people,” Garan said. “They must 
never be allowed to do such a thing to others. We must destroy the virus.” 

“And what a terrible waste that would be,” hissed a voice behind them. 

The Toa and Matoran whirled to see Zaktan and the other Piraka, as well as Brutaka, standing in 
the entryway. 

“| might not be able to recreate it,” Zaktan continued. “And then | would lose the chance to make 
you and your Toa companions kneel before the Piraka. It would be a fitting final memory of Voya Nui.” 

“Final, huh?” said Kongu, crossbow at the ready. “If you’re planning a quick-trip, we'll be glad to 
help you get going.” 

“When we leave this wretched rock, we will be stepping over your corpses,” snarled Brutaka. 

“And with the Mask of Life in hand,” Hakann added. He exchanged quick glances with Avak, Reidak, 
and Thok, all of whom gave subtle nods in return. 

“Now the only question is, how do we go about ending your miserable lives?” Zaktan asked, as 
the protodites that made up his body made a sickening hum. “We’ve killed Toa in so many ways over the 
centuries, and | hate to repeat myself.” 

Further discussion was cut off by a massive explosion that blew the west wall to rubble. Toa 
Kongu glanced up in time to see a huge burst of fire, accompanied by a mountainous ball of ice. The blast 
was so violent that the crystal vat would have tipped over and shattered had Brutaka not raced over in 
time to save it. 

Four powerful figures walked out of the cloud of smoke and dust. Toa Jaller, Toa Hahli, Toa 
Hewkii, and Toa Matoro surveyed the scene with grim determination and barely contained rage. 

“Two choices,” Jaller said. “You can leave this island now, under your own power, or we can 
throw you off. Choose the first — get out, stay out, and go far from our sight — and you can lead long, if 
rotten, lives.” The Toa of Fire smiled. “Choose the second, and there won’t be enough of you left to feed 
a Makuta fish.” 

Toa Nuparu and Toa Kongu moved to stand beside their comrades. All six unlimbered their 
weapons and summoned their elemental powers in preparation for battle. 

“PII give you some time to consider surrendering. Oops, time’s up,” said the Toa of Fire. “Let’s 
do what we came here for, friends. Let’s take them down!” 
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To Dalu, it looked as if all the energies of chaos had been unleashed inside the central chamber 
of the stronghold. 

Elemental blasts flew everywhere, countered by the lethal eyebeams of the Piraka. Mortal enemies 
grappled in the shadows, one side fighting for power and greed, the other for the fate of all existence. It 
seemed like the uncontrolled blaze of battle, but the Ga-Matoran knew better. Jaller and Hewkii had a 
plan, and they were putting it into action. 

First priority was isolating Brutaka, and that was Toa Hewkii’s job. Using his elemental power, 
Hewkii erected stone barriers around Brutaka. Each one was swiftly smashed by the powerful being, only 
to be replaced by another. 

“| can do this all day,” Hewkii shouted. “How about you?” 

“Do you think you can stop me with pebbles?” Brutaka bellowed in reply. “I have uprooted 
mountains, Toa. | have ridden the tornado and filled the earthquake with fear. When you were still toiling 
at your mundane Matoran chores, | and others like me were holding your universe together. Do you really 
believe your puny powers can threaten a member of the Order of Mata Nui?” 

The news shook Hewkii to his core. How could this monster, this potential slayer of Toa, be 
associated in any way with the Great Spirit Mata Nui? No, it had to be a lie. Brutaka was counting on 
Hewkii to be distracted and provide him with an opening to attack. 

“I’m not falling for that,” said the Toa of Stone. “Why don’t you fall instead?” 

Hewkii’s powers ripped open the stone floor of the stronghold and the bedrock below. Taken by 
surprise, Brutaka fell into the crevice. Hewkii then pulled stone from the walls and ceiling, sending it 
cascading down on top of Brutaka and effectively sealing the gap. 

“Eat rock,” said the Toa of Stone. 


Nuparu dodged a vicious thrust of Zaktan’s tri-bladed weapon. “What was the point?” said the Toa of 
Earth. 

“The point of what?” snarled the Piraka. 

“All this destruction... enslaving the Matoran... all of it. Why put them to work draining the 
volcano, when you Piraka could have done it much faster on your own?” 

Zaktan smiled. “We don’t like to get our claws dirty.” 

“Then you’re going to hate this,” Nuparu said. He triggered his elemental power, drawing the soil 
from the cracks in the stronghold floor and forming it into a fist. It slammed Zaktan, but when the cloud 
of dirt settled to the ground, the emerald-armored Piraka stood unharmed. 

“You fool,” Zaktan spat. “My power allows me to disperse my substance, allowing each grain of 
earth to pass through without ever touching me. It’s a shame you can’t do the same, Toa — it might spare 
you some pain.” 
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With that, the microscopic protodites that made up Zaktan’s body began to drift apart. Soon, only 
his head remained solid, the rest of him transformed into a sickly green swarm that headed for Nuparu. 

“Tell me, Toa,” Zaktan said softly. “How long do you think it will take for you to go insane once 
you are in my embrace?” 

“Oh, I’ve been crazy for years,” answered Nuparu, grinning. “Ask anybody. After all, who else 
would do this?” 

Calling upon his Kanohi Mask of Flight, Nuparu rocketed into the air straight at Zaktan. Just before 
he hit the swarm, the Toa of Earth began to rotate in midair, whirling his body faster and faster until he 
was only a blur. He hit the swarm with the force of a cyclone, pulling the protodites along in his wake as 
he headed for the chamber ceiling. 

“Im really not very good at this flying stuff,’ Nuparu said. He cracked his body like a whip, forcing 
Zaktan to slam into a wall. “lm pretty poor at landing, so maybe | should just let you drop.” 

Zaktan’s answer was a burst of laser vision that scorched Nuparu’s shoulder armor and damaged 
the muscle inside. Nuparu yelled in pain and accelerated, heading out the ruined wall and over the island. 
As he passed the coast, he began a power dive toward Voya Nui Bay. 

“Tell me something, Piraka,” he said. “How well do you swim?” 


Toa Kongu was in a unique situation. He had to keep his mouth shut. 

He had not gone more than two steps when Avak’s power to create the perfect prison enclosed 
him in what looked like a giant zamor sphere. Kongu barely had time to gulp a mouthful of air before the 
sphere turned into a vacuum chamber. Now, no matter how much air Kongu created with his elemental 
power, the sphere absorbed it. Opening his mouth would mean instant death. 

“I was hoping for a fire or ice Toa,” said Avak. “Much easier to lock up. But you'll do. Might as 
well take a deep breath of nothing and get it over with, Toa.” 

Toa Kongu calculated he had about four seconds to live. None of the other Toa were close 
enough to help, and the Matoran had already left on their special mission. Fortunately, thanks to the 
Matoran, the Toa Inika knew a great deal more about the Piraka than the Piraka knew about them. 

And you picked on the wrong Toa, Kongu thought as he unleashed the power of his Mask of 
Telepathy. Making contact with Avak’s mind, Kongu sent screaming thoughts into the Piraka. Avak winced 
as a cacophony of deafening noise overwhelmed his mind. He staggered, dropped to his knees, and Kongu’s 
prison evaporated along with his concentration. 

Kongu gasped for breath. Then he walked over to Avak, grabbed the Piraka by the throat, and 
hauled him to his feet. “You tried too little air. Let’s try too much.” 

So saying, Kongu’s elemental power reached out to encircle Avak. Slowly at first, then more 
rapidly, the air pressure increased around the startled Piraka. It quickly soared past the point where the 
internal pressure of Avak’s body could compensate. Just shy of it becoming too much to bear, Kongu cut 
off the effect and Avak collapsed. 

“You're right, next time maybe you should stick to a fire or ice Toa-hero,” the Toa of Air said. 
“A lot less pressure.” 
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Hakann looked around the chamber with increasing worry. Avak and Zaktan were down or gone, and the 
other Piraka were at best deadlocked with their opponents. Worse, Brutaka had not yet emerged from 
his makeshift tomb, and if he didn’t, the special zamor sphere Hakann was carrying would go to waste. 

It hadn’t been easy to craft, but he had managed to create a sphere that carried a little bit of 
Vezok’s power. It should have been just enough to accomplish what Hakann needed it to, if he could just 
find his target. Of course, he had no intention of sharing the reward with anyone else. 

There’s only room for one supreme entity on this island, he told himself. And I’m just made for that job. 


Toa Jaller spotted Hakann in the shadows, no doubt planning an escape. He couldn’t allow that to happen. 
The Piraka had to be defeated right here and now and then be made to tell what had happened to the 
Toa Nuva. Hewkii had joined him to battle Reidak, when Jaller signaled that he was going after Hakann. 

“Drop your weapons!” the Toa of Fire shouted at the crimson-armored Piraka. “Don’t make me 
hurt you.” 

“Make you?” Hakann laughed. “Who could stop you? Admit it, Toa, you’d like nothing better than 
to burn this grin right off my face. You want to be standing on top of our corpses as the conquering hero. 
Strip off that mask and that high and mighty attitude, and you’re no better than we are.” 

Jaller felt the heat rising in him. His flame wanted to leap out of his sword and make Hakann pay 
for his crimes, but Jaller kept it under control. “I’m nothing like you. We’re fighting for the safety of this 
universe and the Matoran in it. What are you fighting for?” 

Hakann slowly circled Jaller until he was facing the site where Brutaka was buried. “Yes, Toa 
always fight for the little Matoran, don’t they? And when you win, they all cheer you and shout your name 
and build statues in your honor. You say you do it for right or justice, but you really do it for the hero 
worship. And that’s the difference between us, Toa — | don’t care what the Matoran think. | don’t care 
what the Great Spirit Mata Nui thinks. | don’t care what anyone thinks, and that’s why lIl always be free 
and you'll always be fighting someone else’s fights.” 

The Piraka’s words caused Jaller to hesitate. Much as he hated to admit it, Hakann was 
uncomfortably close to the truth. After all, even before the Toa came to the island of Mata Nui, Jaller and 
his fellow Matoran had built statues of them and told and retold legends about them. Once they arrived, 
the Matoran treated them as heroes, maybe even as more than that. They were seen as infallible 
powerhouses who never knew doubt or fear and could never lose a battle. Even Tahu and the others 
started to see themselves that way, which was probably not a good thing. 

Is it all about being cheered? Jaller wondered. Are some of us thinking more about the reception we'll 
get on Metru Nui if we come back victors, when we should be focusing on the mission? 

“Somewhere, there are Toa fighting and dying right now, and when they’re gone, no one will even 
remember their names,” Hakann continued. “How many Matoran do you think recall the names of the 
Toa who fought in the war against the Dark Hunters? But they remember Makuta and Nidhiki and 
Roodaka. Good gets forgotten, evil never does.” 

“What’s your point?” said Jaller. 

“Im giving you a chance,” said Hakann. “You can keep on fighting us, and maybe even win... and 
then do it over again next month or next year, against some other foe... and on and on, until you’re too 
old and tired to fight, and some Rahi turns you into scrap. That can be your life. Or you can join with us 
and be part of a legend Matoran will be repeating through all the many dark nights to come.” 

When Jaller replied, it was in a voice heavy with disgust. “I’m going to do the universe a favor, 
Piraka. I’m going to shut your mouth for good.” 

Hakann’s eyes darted to the left. He could see the pile of rubble shifting as Brutaka dug his way 
out. An instant later, the head and shoulders of that mighty being forced their way through the jagged 
shards of stone. He would be free in a moment. The time to strike was now. 

“Too bad, Toa. The offer to join us was only good for a limited time and your time just ran out,” 
the Piraka said. 


It was then Jaller realized Hakann was taking aim with his zamor sphere launcher, not at him or 
the other Toa, but at Brutaka. Loaded in the weapon was a golden sphere which glowed with an unhealthy 
light. Something clicked in his mind and he suddenly knew what Hakann was about to do. 

“No!” shouted Jaller, racing forward. 


Nearby, Thok heard Toa Jaller’s shout, saw Hakann taking aim, and knew he had to move. He lashed out 
and connected with Matoro, sending the Toa of Ice to the ground. Then he ran full speed for Hakann, 
diving at the last moment, his hands reaching out for the scarlet Piraka’s armor... 


It happened so fast. It happened so slowly. Amazingly, both statements were true. 

Hakann fired the zamor sphere, even as Thok collided with him and Jaller tried in vain to intervene. 
Brutaka never saw the sphere coming his way. It struck him in the side, dematerialized, and passed inside 
him. A second later, Brutaka’s knees buckled as if he had been struck from behind. A bolt of black lightning 
flashed from Brutaka, striking Hakann, the energy surging through his body and Thok’s. 

Hakann roared. Thok staggered, fell back, and clutched the wall for support. Brutaka sagged and 
hit the floor, looking like he was dead. 

Toa Jaller stopped short. Hakann was glowing with raw power. Grinning, the Piraka lightly tapped 
the Toa of Fire and sent Jaller flying across the length of the room. He struck the stone wall and his world 
went dark. 

“| did it!” Hakann shouted. All over the chamber, Piraka and Toa stopped their battles to see what 
was happening. Thok had recovered his balance and now stood beside the red Piraka. 

“We did it,” said Thok, glaring at Hakann. “You tried to steal all the power for yourself. If | hadn’t 
spotted you —” 

“But you did,” Hakann said. “And now we have the power to take whatever we want from this 
island. Then we'll destroy the Toa, the Dark Hunters, yes, even the Brotherhood of Makuta itself!” 

Thok could feel how much his natural energies had grown. Using only the barest fraction of his 
new power, he brought the Piraka stronghold to life. Walls grew arms that reached out and seized the 
Toa and Piraka. The floor formed stone shackles to bind their legs. The building itself seemed to be 
laughing as it tightened its grip on its prisoners. 

A second application of energy and a great stone hand rose from the floor, lifting Hakann and 
Thok into the air. From his high perch, Hakann looked down on the field of battle and smiled. 

“The old has given way to the new,” he proclaimed. “With the power of Brutaka now ours, we 
are the new masters of this universe. Now all that remains is to find the Mask of Life!” 

“Traitor!” snarled Avak. “Do you think we'll let you two get away with this? Do you think we 
won't find a way to take revenge, even if we have to track you to the very edge of reality?” 

“The Toa stand against you as well, Hakann,” Toa Hahli shouted. “As long as we live, you will 
never have the mask!” 

Hakann shrugged. Casually, as if swatting an insect, he unleashed a mental blast that ripped through 
the minds of all those below. Toa and Piraka alike screamed as the very act of thinking became an 
unbearable agony. 

“Then live no longer,” said the crimson Piraka. 
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Garan and his Matoran comrades moved carefully through the darkened corridors of the Piraka 
stronghold. The Toa Inika would surely keep the Piraka occupied, but there was always the chance that 
automated nektann might be positioned at key points. Garan kept his weapons ready, just in case. 

Their mission was a vital one: Find the Toa Nuva, lead them back to their masks, and get them to 
join the fight. Of the Toa, only Matoro had the power to do a faster search, but in his wraith form the 
Toa Nuva would be unable to see or hear him. Garan had no doubt that part of Jaller’s goal was to get 
the Matoran out of harm’s way, but he also knew that the presence of the Toa Nuva could prove to be a 
crucial edge in the fight. 

“| don’t like this,” said Dalu. “We should be back there fighting for our people.” 

“There were once two little lava rats who wished to cross a great chasm,” replied Velika. “All day 
and all night, one carried small sticks and pebbles to the hole and dropped them in. He hoped that someday 
the hole would be filled. His brother rat, being the wiser, wandered the barrens until he found a Kikanalo. 
Sympathizing with the plight of the rats, the Kikanalo used his great strength to knock down a tree, making 
a bridge over the chasm across which the rats could travel.” 

“Um, yeah,” said Piruk. “What he said.” 

“Good old Velika,” commented Kazi. “Never use two words when 127 will do.” 

“Quiet,” snapped Garan. “I found something.” 

He pushed open a thick iron doorway. The creak of the hinges sounded like thunder in the quiet 
corridor. There were no Toa Nuva inside, only scattered tablets. One in particular caught Garan’s eye. It 
featured a map of Voya Nui, but not the island as it was now, rather as it had been a thousand years ago. 
Originally, Voya Nui had been more oval in shape, with a large, thriving village where the bay now existed. 
Centuries ago, the land on which that village rested had broken off and sunk into the sea, taking the village 
and its Matoran down to the bottom. 

“These are histories,” the Onu-Matoran said. “But much more recent than the ones we had. The 
Piraka must have brought these with them.” 

“How?” asked Balta. “How would they know anything about Voya Nui?” 

“Someone had to be watching this place... or knew someone who had been,” Garan answered. 
“They have the entire record of the sinking, and...” His voice trailed off. 

“What is it?” asked Dalu. 

“This carving... it makes no sense,” Garan said. “According to this, the village still exists! It’s 
beneath the waves, but somehow our brother and sister Matoran have survived.” 

“Then why haven’t they returned?” asked Balta. “Why haven’t they sent some sign?” 

“| don’t know,” Garan answered. “But when this island is free of Piraka, you can be sure we are 
going to find out.” 
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Nuparu stepped through the gaping hole that once was a chamber wall. He carried an earthen cocoon on 
his shoulders, containing the semiconscious form of Zaktan. The shock of hitting the water had knocked 
the Piraka leader out, but picking up and carrying a mass of billions of protodites had proved to be a 
problem. So Nuparu had simply encased him in earth, making sure it was porous enough to allow Zaktan 
to breathe. 

He expected the battle to be over, one way or the other. But he wasn’t prepared for the sight of 
a half-dead Brutaka and imprisoned Toa and Piraka. Dumping the cocoon on the floor, he ran and freed 
Jaller. 

“What happened?” 

“That’s not as important as what’s about to,” Jaller answered. He strode over to where Brutaka 
lay and snapped, “You told them, didn’t you?” 

Brutaka said nothing. 

“You know the location of the Mask of Life. After Hakann and Thok stole your power, they gave 
you a choice, didn’t they? Tell them where the mask is, or die.” 

“Jaller, that makes no sense,” said Hahli. “He would have been unconscious from Hakann’s mental 
blast, just like the rest of us.” 

“Would he? Kongu, use your mask and read his mind.” 

Toa Kongu triggered the power of the Mask of Telepathy and tried to scan Brutaka’s thoughts. 
After a few moments, he shook his head and gave up. “His mind is shielded.” 

“Exactly. From what Hewkii and Balta have told me, it’s clear that Axonn and Brutaka were on 
the island to protect the mask. With that sort of valuable secret in their heads, it only makes sense they 
would be shielded against telepathy or mental attack. Nothing could make them part with that knowledge 
— except cowardice.” 

“Or necessity.” The words came from Axonn, who stood amidst the rubble of the wall. Toa Jaller 
turned to face the newcomer. “Who are you? What are you?” 

“It’s enough that you can be sure we are on the same side, Toa,” said Axonn. “And | think who | 
am is less important than what | know.” 

“Hakann and Thok are on their way to get the mask,” said Jaller. “We need to know where it is 
so we can stop them.” 

“PII stop them,” Axonn said, turning away. 

Jaller stunned everyone in the chamber by grabbing Axonn roughly and pulling him back. “We 
don’t have time for this! | don’t care how powerful you are, we can’t let the safety of the universe depend 
solely on one being. For good or ill, we’re Toa — tell us where the enemy has gone and let us do our jobs.” 

Axonn looked from his former friend, Brutaka, to the Toa. He hated to admit it, but Jaller was 
right. The stakes were too high for pride to dictate his decisions. “Come with me, out of the Piraka’s 
hearing, and | will tell you all | know.” 

“Hold it!” shouted Avak, still bound by Thok’s creation. “You need us!” 

“Right,” said Kongu. “Like we need a second shadow plague.” 

“Maybe you won't talk so much, Toa, with your mask stuffed in your mouth,” growled Reidak. 

“You know and we know: The only way you are going to stop Hakann and Thok is to reverse 
what they did to Brutaka,” Avak continued. “And only we know how to do that. We’ll make a zamor 
sphere that can reverse the process, but only if we go with you.” 

Hewkii smiled. “We could find other ways to get the information from you.” 

Avak laughed. “Even if you had the will — and you don’t, Toa, not ‘heroes’ like you — you don’t 
have the time.” 

“He’s right,” said Hahli. “We don’t. And, Hewkii, we can’t afford to become worse than the 
enemies we fight.” 

An unpleasant decision was finally reached. The four Piraka were freed, on condition they create 
a zamor sphere that could undo what had been done to Brutaka. While they did that, Axonn examined 
the empty spheres that already existed, as if they were the most fascinating things he had ever seen. 
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Toa Kongu, on the other hand, was drawn to the vat containing the virus used to enslave the 
Matoran. There was something about the eddies and currents in the substance, and how it moved inside 
the crystal. A Ga-Matoran would have called it an “angry sea.” 

He reached out an armored hand and touched the glass. Without his conscious urging, the Mask 
of Telepathy activated, sending tendrils of thought into the vat. Kongu leapt back suddenly as if jolted by 
an electric shock. 

Kongu stood, frozen, and just stared at the vat for several minutes. It took him that long to even 
allow himself to consider what he had just experienced through the power of the mask. 

Whatever is inside that crystal... inside the zamor spheres the Piraka used... it’s alive, he realized. 

Alive... and evil. 


Axonn handed Toa Jaller a strangely glowing zamor sphere. “You’re going to need this.” 

“For what?” 

“Jaller, the Mask of Life is not just any Kanohi. It’s powerful... in the wrong hands, devastating... 
and it needs protection,” Axonn replied. “Ages ago, at almost the dawn of time, my people hid the mask 
away and placed guardians around it.” 

“You and Brutaka,” Jaller said, nodding. 

Axonn smiled sadly. “Oh, if it were only us there might be no danger. No, what protects the Mask 
of Life are things infinitely worse — beings beyond good or evil, who exist for one purpose: to keep the 
unworthy away from the mask. Even I, one of those assigned to protect this ultimate Kanohi, would not 
be allowed to lay hands upon it without first overcoming them.” 

“So if we defeat them — if we prove ourselves worthy — we can get the Mask of Life,” Jaller said. 
“And if we’re unworthy?” 

“They will kill you,” Axonn answered. Jaller glanced to the right and saw Zaktan handing over a 
zamor sphere to Toa Hewkii. In theory, this sphere would reverse Hakann’s actions and return the stolen 
power to Brutaka. Then we'll just have six treacherous Piraka to deal with, he thought. 

“It looks like we’re ready to get moving,” said the Toa of Fire. “Are you coming with us?” 

“No,” Axonn replied. “I’m staying here.” 

“I see. As backup, just in case we fail?” 

Axonn shook his head and looked at Brutaka, still semiconscious on the floor. “No, Toa. Just in 
case you succeed.” 
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l should have done this centuries ago, thought Hakann happily. What power! | can’t imagine why, with 
this sort of energy coursing inside him, Brutaka would have chosen to stay on this miserable spit of land. 

A small, climbing Rahi scurried through the trees above. With a casual thought, Hakann struck 
the creature with a mental blast and fried its mind. It tumbled from the trees and fell dead at the Piraka’s 
feet. 

Life is good, Hakann said to himself. But for some beings, the alternative is better. 

Behind him, Thok’s thoughts were not quite so cheerful. True, he was enjoying the increased 
power and even toyed with the idea of bringing a mountain to life just to see what that would be like. But 
he also knew he could not turn his back on Hakann for even a moment. His “ally” would gladly strike him 
down or somehow steal all the power for himself, given half a chance. 

So maybe I should do it first. He considered the idea. It was true that he might need Hakann’s help 
to get the Mask of Life, but once they had it, one of them would have to go, anyway. If that’s the case, it 
might as well be Hakann, and it might as well be now, Thok decided. 

The timing was perfect. Hakann had his back turned and was absorbed in his own thoughts. All 
Thok had to do was bring a slab of rock to life and — 

Hakann’s lava launcher suddenly flipped backward on his arm and fired. A massive ball of magma 
struck Thok dead-on, sending him hurtling through the trees. The strange forest caught on fire, flames 
eating away at centuries-old trees. A stunned Thok could see Hakann approaching through the smoke and 
flames. 

“Thok, you poor, pathetic excuse for a schemer,” said Hakann. “You couldn’t defeat me when | 
was merely a Dark Hunter. You didn’t even have the courage to try when I was a Piraka. And now you 
think you can strike me down, when so much power is at my command?” 

Thok didn’t waste energy replying. Instead, he let his power flow out of him and into the trees, 
the rocks — even the flames themselves. All of these things became his to command, and all directed their 
fury at Hakann. Taken by surprise, the crimson-armored Piraka was forced back, giving Thok time to rise 
to his feet and get away from the blaze. 

“This island is mine to use,” Thok shouted. “All of it! And if | keep battering you with wood, rock, 
and fire, you won’t be able to concentrate enough to use your mental blasts, Hakann. Think about it — 
here you are, almost within reach of the Mask of Life, but you’ll never live to see it.” 

There was truth in Thok’s words, though Hakann refused to accept it. Desperately, he lashed out 
with mind blasts at the animated creatures attacking him. But the beings of wood and rock and flame had 
no minds to blast. They existed only because Thok had willed them to exist. 

Willed them... and controls them, Hakann thought. And he can’t control what he can’t see. 

Aiming his lava launcher at the ground, Hakann hurled three giant bursts of magma. When they 
hit, the result was a firestorm that turned the forest to ash and effectively blocked Hakann off from Thok’s 
sight. Instantly, the attacks on Hakann ceased, and Thok’s creations went back to being inanimate. 
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Now the two Piraka both went into motion, each trying to spot the other through the flames. 
Neither shouted any boasts or threats. There was no point in giving one’s position away by talking. 

Then Thok caught a break. He spotted Hakann maneuvering toward a better position on some 
high ground. From there, he would have a clear shot with his zamor sphere launcher and Thok would end 
up no better than a slave. 

Thok tracked Hakann carefully, and at the right moment, his eyebeams lanced out at his foe. 
Instantly, Hakann’s world began to spin crazily around as Thok’s spellbinder vision robbed him of his sense 
of balance. He couldn’t use any of his weapons or abilities, since he had no way to aim them. Just trying 
to take a step forward resulted in Hakann’s falling face down on the ground. 

Thok laughed at the sight. Striding up to the fallen Piraka, he said, “That’s where you belong, 
groveling in the dirt. Who knows? Maybe a few more blasts and the effect will be permanent.” 

Hakann growled in frustration. To have Thok so close and not be able to do anything. Mental 
blasts, lava launcher, heat vision, all useless, all — 

Hakann stopped. He smiled — not easy to do when your face is in the dirt. There was a chance, 
maybe a slim one, and if his plan worked, he would probably wind up dead. But with any luck, Thok will go 
first, Hakann thought. 

Hakann unleashed the power of his heat vision. He fired twin blasts into the earth, willing them 
to penetrate through soil and rock. In his mind’s eye, he pictured the searing beams of heat melting 
everything in their path until they reached the target he hoped was down below. 

Then the time for hoping and wishing was over, as a cataclysmic explosion tore the ground to 
pieces and sent both Piraka hurtling into the air. Of the two, only Hakann was smiling about it. 


Toa Jaller saw the flames in the distance, followed by the huge explosion. “Well, at least they aren’t making 
it hard to track them.” 

Nuparu took off into the sky and zoomed over the devastated area. He couldn’t see either of the 
Piraka in all the smoke and dust, but he knew the two of them being disintegrated was too much to hope 
for. He turned back and landed beside Jaller and Hahli. 

“Im surprised that didn’t happen before,” said the Toa of Earth. “A Piraka with heat vision on a 
volcanic island probably riddled with gas pockets. One glance in the wrong direction and boom.” 

Toa Kongu ran toward them. “They’re both alive, but thought-jumbled. We need to strike now!” 

Jaller turned to the others. “We move in. Kongu, you’re with Nuparu; Hahli, with Hewkii; Matoro, 
with me; and the Piraka —” 

“Will see to themselves,” Zaktan finished harshly. “We agreed to help you for our own reasons. 
We did not agree to take your orders, Toa.” 

“Maybe you’d rather go for another swim?” asked Nuparu, smiling. 

Zaktan’s answer was a snarl and a glare of pure hatred. Then he and the other Piraka left the path, 
vanishing among the rocks. 

“Should we just let them go?” asked Hahli. 

“They may be taking a different route, but they’re headed the same place we are,” answered Jaller. 
“Straight into the fire.” 


Even with Brutaka’s power added to his own, Hakann hurt. Not surprising, considering the explosion had 
vaporized a huge chunk of forest and sent up a fireball that could be seen all over the island. It was amazing 
that he had survived, and it would be a miracle if Thok had done the same. Good thing Piraka don’t believe 
in miracles, he thought. 

In addition to probably killing Thok, the explosion had produced one other happy circumstance: 
It had blown away the false rock wall that concealed the entrance to a long and winding staircase that led 
beneath the island. He remembered Brutaka’s words, then. 

“A stairway... ancient and seemingly unending,” Brutaka had said, as the two Piraka hovered over 
him. “It leads down, down below the volcano and its lake of lava, all the way to the Chamber of the Mask. 
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But you won’t make it that far... the guardians of the Mask of Life will grind you into atoms and scatter 
you in the magma.” 

Hakann’s recollection stopped there. He took a few steps toward the opening and then stopped. 
“You know, it is almost a shame | left the other Piraka behind,” he said to himself. “Zaktan and the rest 
could have gone first — that way, if there was atom-grinding to be done, it would have happened to them.” 

“Always thinking of others, aren’t you?” said Zaktan. 

Hakann whirled to see the four Piraka assembled before him, weapons at the ready. They looked 
so fierce, yet their power was so insignificant next to his, that he found it hard not to laugh. 

“I wondered when you would show up,” he said. “I hope you stopped to kill those annoying Toa 
before you left the stronghold. Masks and morality are such a boring combination.” 

Avak struck first. Using his power to create a living prison, he brought a cage of ice into being 
around Hakann. He then gave the bars a solid whack, causing them to vibrate and give off a loud hum. The 
sonics were meant to distract the captive and keep him from using his mental blasts. 

‘Very... effective,” Hakann said slowly. “There’s only... one problem with a cage... designed to 
hold Hakann...” 

The crimson Piraka lashed out with his fist and smashed the ice bars to pieces. 

“It wouldn’t hold Brutaka,” he finished. 

Zaktan hurled part of his substance at Hakann, the buzzing protodites making right for his foe’s 
smiling face. Hakann responded by using his enhanced powers to raise the body temperature of the first 
thousand or so by several hundred degrees. One by one, they combusted, vanishing in puffs of smoke. 

“| love the smell of burning protodite,” Hakann growled. “Don’t you?” 

The powerful Piraka took a few steps forward, raising his lava launcher. “Now why don’t | be a 
merciful being and finish you off?” 

The ball of magma appeared in the weapon, ready to shoot out and eliminate Hakannn’s former 
teammates. Then a thick coating of ice suddenly appeared around the launcher, heavy enough to throw 
Hakann off balance. Reidak didn’t stop to ask how that was possible. He simply launched himself at Hakann, 
slamming into him and sending him stumbling backward. 

Vezok turned to see Thok approaching, wisps of frost still coming from his ice weapon. “Thanks 
for the save,” Vezok said. 

“Don't be silly,” Thok replied. His weapon fired again, freezing Vezok solid. “I’m not on your side.” 

A blast of fire cut across Thok’s path. Toa Jaller stood on a rocky outcropping, looking down upon 
him. “Then maybe it’s time you were on no side at all, Piraka,” Jaller said. 

“You wish,” snarled Thok, raising his ice weapon. Before he could fire it, energy bolts began raining 
down on him from the air. He looked up to see Toa Nuparu in flight, carrying Toa Kongu and his energy 
crossbow. 

Thok didn’t give up easily. He hurled a bolt of ice at Jaller and Matoro, but the two Toa Inika were 
ready for him. They matched his blast with ones of their own — lightning mixed with fire and frost. 

“Great thing about ice,” Toa Nuparu shouted down from above. “It’s just frozen water.” 

Jaller and Matoro’s blasts struck Thok’s ice bolt. The Piraka’s powers checked theirs, but the 
lightning that was interlaced with the Toa’s energy could not be stopped. 

“And water is a great conductor of electricity,’ Nuparu continued. 

The lightning bolts traveled up the ice and back to Thok, blowing him off his feet. He flew 50 feet 
and slammed into a hillside. 

“Or did you already know that?” added Nuparu. 

On the other side of the battle, Hakann had succeeded in tearing Reidak off him. “Last time, you 
threw me into a battle,” said the crimson Piraka. “Now PII return the favor.” 

With blinding speed, Hakann hurled Reidak at the other Piraka. Avak couldn’t dodge in time and 
took the impact full on. Zaktan saw what was coming and managed to shift his protodite substance out of 
the way. 

“The Toa will take care of Thok,” Zaktan hissed. “But you’re mine.” 
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Zaktan fired his laser vision. Hakann responded with his heat vision. Halfway between the two, 
the beams impacted each other. The resulting burst of energy staggered and blinded both. Hakann’s sight 
recovered first and he lunged for Zaktan. 

Or, rather, he tried to — a pair of strong hands erupted from underground, grabbing his ankles. 
“That’s not very sporting,” said Toa Hewkii, head popping up from the soil. “If you’re not going to play by 
the rules, you’ll have to be penalized!” 

Hewkii gave an enormous shove and let go, sending Hakann hurtling into the air. The Piraka 
wheeled in midflight to fire his heat beams, only to be met by a blast of water laced with lightning. 

Thok was back on his feet. Although he knew the Toa and Piraka were the immediate problem, 
he couldn’t waste the chance to strike at Hakann. Using his power, he froze Toa Hahli’s column of water, 
trapping Hakann in a tower of ice. Then Thok marched forward, casually smashing the tower with a sweep 
of his fist as he went by. A few seconds later, he heard Hakann slam into the ground behind him. 

Toa Nuparu spotted Thok on the move and tried to warn Kongu, but it was too late. Thok’s 
spellbinder vision struck the Toa of Earth, destroying his ability to see straight. His flight out of control, 
he plunged toward the ground. 

“This is why miners shouldn’t drive,” Kongu grumbled as he called on his elemental power of air. 
There wasn’t enough time to create an updraft that would keep them afloat. The best he could do was a 
cushion of air so that their impact wouldn’t leave them a pile of shattered armor. An instant later, they 
hit hard. 

“That’s two down,” said Thok. “Maybe | should bring the earth and rocks to life and bury them, 
Toa. What do you think?” 

“Who says you'll get the chance?” Toa Jaller answered. 

Beside Jaller, Matoro suddenly collapsed. Thok laughed saying, “Toa fainting from fear — this is a 
day that will live in legend!” 

Not for the reason you think, Matoro said to himself as his spirit raced across the battlefield. He was 
counting on Hahli’s ability to see and talk with him even in this form. He spotted her and, more 
importantly, she spotted him. As quickly as he could, he told her his plan. 

“| would call this a stalemate,” said Thok. “You Toa back off — all the way off Voya Nui — or your 
two friends become permanent parts of the island. And you know PII do it.” 

“Of course you would,” Jaller replied. “You’re a Piraka. In place of honor, you have greed; in place 
of duty, you have treachery; and in place of a heart, you have an empty black pit. Even the Mask of Life 
couldn’t change the fact that you’re dead inside, Thok, and always will be.” 

“Words,” spat Thok. “You Toa are always so good with words, when it’s actions that matter.” 

“Then how’s this?” asked Hahli. Triggering her elemental power, she turned the ground beneath 
Thok into a swamp. The Piraka sank like a rock up to his neck. 

“Go ahead and freeze it,” Hahli continued. “Or can’t you break out of your own ice?” 

Thok struggled to find his footing in the soft mud. There was no way to get any leverage to push 
himself out. That left freezing, then shattering the swamp, if the power stolen from Brutaka was up to 
doing that. He couldn’t be sure. 

The next moment, someone had seized Thok by the spine and hauled him out of the mud. It was 
a battered and bruised Hakann, armor chipped and cracked, who looked at Thok with undisguised 
contempt. 

“Here | give you the chance to go down in history as the being who defeated six Toa, and what 
do you do?” Hakann said. “You fall in a mud puddle. Pathetic.” 

“Says the being who looks like he’s been playing tag with a Kikanalo herd,” Thok answered. 

“We both have half of Brutaka’s power,” Hakann said. “If we want to devastate these Toa, we 
have to work together, as much as it disgusts me to admit it.” 

“Side-by-side, hitting with all our powers at once,” agreed Thok. 

The two Piraka turned to face Jaller, Hahli, Hewkii, and the now-revived Matoro. Strangely, Zaktan 
was nowhere to be seen, but they knew they could deal with him later. Summoning all of their own 
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energies and those they had stolen from Brutaka, they readied the one blow that would destroy all of 
their enemies. 

It was the moment Toa Hewkii had been waiting for. Even as the Piraka’s blasts sped toward him 
and the others, he launched the special zamor sphere Zaktan had created. It struck Thok and Hakann in 
the one tiny spot where each of their armor had made contact. 

The Piraka’s energies struck home, scattering the four Toa like dry leaves in a cyclone. At the 
same time, the zamor sphere hit, ripping away the stolen power in a flash of black lightning and sending it 
speeding back to its rightful owner. Shocked by the sudden loss of power, both Piraka sank to the ground 
and passed out. 

Thus, there was no one still conscious on the battlefield to see Zaktan’s protodites slowly drift 
together above the bodies of Hakann and Thok. And there was no one to hear the Piraka leader say, 
“Now, my treacherous companions, my hunters in the dark... now the true battle begins.” 
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Axonn started at the sight of Brutaka’s eyes flashing back to life. The Toa and Piraka had 
succeeded, then, at defeating Thok and Hakann, and taking back the power they had stolen. But whether 
that could be called a “victory” was debatable, for it left Brutaka restored to his full might. 

“You were hoping | would die,” Brutaka said, rising. “That way, your conscience would be clear.” 

“| think that was your wish,” Axonn replied. “An end to the miserable, empty existence you have 
made for yourself. But now you have a second chance, Brutaka.” 

“At what? Being a good little soldier for the Order of Mata Nui? Serving the will of some entity 
who’s either dead or dying, depending on whom you talk to? Spending another thousand or ten thousand 
or a hundred thousand years on this rock, guarding a mask instead of using it for my own benefit?” 

“You know what the Mask of Life is meant to be used for,” said Axonn. “And you know who is 
meant to use it — and it’s not you. What would you do with it?” 

Brutaka smiled. “We know what we were told the mask does. What if we were lied to? What if 
that mask makes its wearer as powerful as the Great Spirit Mata Nui? What if it gives you a universe to 
rule?” 

“Then it would be a monstrous thing,” Axonn replied. “For beings like you and I, even the Toa, 
could not be trusted with such power. Besides, you know | cannot be deceived. The legend of the Mask 
of Life is living truth... and you will not taint that mask with your touch.” 

Brutaka spun his twin-bladed sword rapidly, passing it from hand to hand faster than Axonn’s eyes 
could follow. “Cannot be deceived? | guess | should be glad, then, that you can still be destroyed.” 

“My life doesn’t matter,” Axonn answered, mighty axe poised to defend himself. “Neither does 
yours. Only the mask matters, and if | have to fight you for eternity to protect it, then that is what | shall 
do.” 

“Then get ready, old friend,” Brutaka said, eyes shrouded in darkness. “Eternity begins now.” 


Toa Hahli was the first to awaken. For a brief moment, she reflected on how glad she was the Toa Inika 
did not travel with a Chronicler. No Matoran could have survived this, she thought, looking around at the 
devastation. Not even one with the luck of Takua. 

She checked on Nuparu and Kongu. Though hurt, they were both still alive, and a cooling mist 
revived them. The same applied to Jaller, Hewkii, and Matoro. Of the six, Jaller was in the best shape, his 
mask having somehow allowed him to dodge most of the blast. 

“Where are the Piraka?” he asked, looking around. 

“They were gone when | woke up,” said Hahli. “It’s too much to hope that they found wisdom 
and fled the island, right?” 

“We all know where they fled,” Matoro answered. “Into yet another dark tunnel in a universe 
that seems to be filled with them. Next time we go on a hike, Jaller, remind me to bring some extra 
lightstones — maybe twenty thousand.” 
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“We go after them,” said Hewkii. It was a statement, not a question. 

“Axonn? The Toa Nuva?” asked Kongu. 

“No time,” said Jaller. “Whether or not it was our destiny to find the Mask of Life when we got 
here, | think it’s our destiny now. There’s no one else to do it.” 

“Is that what heroes are, | wonder?” Hahli mused. “Beings who do what they have to do, because 
they have no other choice?” 

“Turaga Nuju once speak-said that no one would ever choose to be a Toa,” said Kongu. “No one 
except a crazy Le-Matoran, that is.” 

“Maybe you don’t choose a destiny like that,” Nuparu said softly. “Maybe it chooses you.” 

Together, the six Toa Inika turned toward the entrance to the great stairway leading to the Mask 
of Life. They were ready to meet any dangers or enemies they might encounter on the way. They were 
ready to meet their destiny. 


Far below, at the bottom of the 777 stairs that led to the Chamber of Life, there was a stirring in a river 
of lava. To anyone unfamiliar with the place, it might have seemed like a stray current in the molten magma. 
But for the flying Rahi who infested the ceiling of the chamber, it was a sight to freeze their blood. 

A long leg emerged from the lava, its movements both amazingly graceful and thoroughly repulsive. 
It was followed by another and another, until a monstrous creature had emerged from the fiery liquid. 
Even more disturbing than the beast was the rider on its back, a masked being whose eyes glittered with 
madness. 

“They’re coming, Fenrakk,” he whispered. “Can you feel them? So many coming to visit us. Do 
they want to visit, or do they just want the mask? What do you think?” 

There was no answer, just the sound of lava dripping off the hair on the creature’s legs and landing 
on the stone floor with a hiss. 

“Yes, you’re right,” said the rider grimly. “They want the mask. But they can’t have it, can they? 
Oh, no, it’s mine... it’s ours. Without it, what would we have to talk about? Our friendship is based on 
the mask, after all. Remember what it was like before? My trying to spear you, and your trying to devour 
me... not at all the way friends behave.” 

The Rahi up above had heard enough. They screeched and flew off up the staircase, eager to put 
distance between themselves and this strange pair. The rider’s eyes narrowed, and he fired a burst of 
energy from his spear. It struck one of the Rahi, splitting the small flier into two smaller and weaker beings, 
each with only one wing. Both plunged to the ground and died on impact. 

“Tsk, tsk,” the rider said. “I really need to master this spear someday, even if | have to kill 
everything in sight to do it.” 

Beneath him, the creature called Fenrakk tensed. The rider knew well this meant the beast had 
sensed the approach of enemies. 

“What shall we do?” asked the rider. “Hide in the lava and spring upon them? Drop from the 
ceiling? So few make it down here, we must make the experience entertaining for them. After all, it is the 
last experience they will ever have.” 

The eyes of Fenrakk and its rider were riveted to the bottom of the staircase. Soon, newcomers 
would emerge through the doorway, provided none of the others up above killed them first. Then it 
would be time to welcome them properly. 

“That’s a good idea,” whispered the rider. “We'll just stand very still and quiet. When they come, 
they won’t even notice us. Or if they do, they’ll think, ‘Look how still and quiet they are. They would 
never harm an insect.’ Yes, they will see how well we behave and not be afraid to come close and then... 
and then...” 

Then it was time to wait. It might be days before the visitors came, or weeks, or they might never 
come at all. But in this darkened chamber ringed by lava, what else was there to do but long for the 
presence of another living being, the sound of another voice... even if the being would not be living very 
long and the voice would sadly be stilled. 


After all, thought Vezon, rider of the monstrous Fenrakk. The waiting is half the fun. 


Zaktan, leader of the Piraka, paused on the top step of the stone staircase. If the information he 
had been given was correct, there were a total of 777 of these steps, all leading down to a vast chamber. 
Inside that chamber was the fabled Mask of Life, an artifact so powerful even the mighty Brotherhood of 
Makuta had never dared try to seize it for themselves. 

Of course, if all it took to get it was walking down a staircase, any Matoran villager could have 
gotten his hands on it years ago. No, the stairs were guarded, the chamber was guarded, and no doubt 
the mask was guarded as well. 

Is there anything in this miserable universe that isn’t guarded? Zaktan wondered. 

Despite the dangers, the Piraka would make the journey and do their best to obtain the mask, 
through fair means or foul. It was what they did, after all. 

Toa perform senseless acts of ‘heroism’ that benefit them not in the slightest, Zaktan said to himself. 
Matoran labor ceaselessly until they drop dead with an idiotic smile of satisfaction on their lips. And Piraka steal 
things other beings want. 

It was a good existence, if a dangerous one. There were plenty of opportunities to increase one’s 
personal wealth while engaging in random acts of destruction. And never underestimate the fun of 
exploiting lesser species, sparking environmental disasters, or ending the existence of the occasional Toa, 
all in the name of profit. 

Not that everything was cracked Kanohi and wailing Matoran, he had to admit that. The Piraka 
had once been members of the secretive and extremely vicious organization known as the Dark Hunters. 
After centuries of stealing, burning, kidnapping, and other activities on behalf of the group and its leader, 
the Shadowed One, the Piraka had decided to strike out on their own. This guaranteed a death sentence 
from their former employer. 

But when we get the Mask of Life, Zaktan thought, we will see about that sentence — and just who will 
live and who will die. 

The idea sparked memories of the days that he and the other Piraka had spent as Dark Hunters. 
It was a period of time he tried not to think about, for personal — and painful — reasons. After all, when 
he first joined the Shadowed One’s service, he had been a whole being. Now he was a mass of squirming, 
buzzing, microscopic protodites, a monster in the eyes of even his fellow Piraka. 

Against his will, his thoughts flew back to the past, his own and that of the other Piraka. Some of 
the memories were of things he himself had lived, others based on tales told by Hakann, Vezok, and the 
rest. Together, they formed a dark tapestry, a legacy of evil, that had now brought the six Piraka to the 
very brink of total victory. 

Zaktan continued down the massive stairway, and remembered... 


Seven Thousand Years Ago... 

Hakann dug his fingers into the side of the cliff and cursed. Crumbling rock and gusts of icy wind 
threatened to dislodge him from his precarious perch. A Toa on patrol up above might, at any moment, 
look over the side and spot him. And then, of course, there was that 3000-bio drop to the river below... 

Still, Hakann had included all of that in his plan. His real problem was the dead weight hanging 
onto his ankle. Worse, the dead weight was loud and had a name: Vezok. 

“| knew this was a bad idea!” Hakann’s companion shouted, trying to be heard over the wind. 

“A little louder!” Hakann snapped. “I think there might be a Toa somewhere who didn’t hear 
you!” 

“You said this would be a quick smash-and-snatch,” Vezok continued, lowering his voice not at 
all. “In and out. You didn’t say anything about climbing sheer cliffs in the middle of a battle and breaking 
into a Toa fortress!” 

“| forgot,” Hakann muttered. “If you’re unhappy, Vezok, you can always let go. l'Il make sure to 
let your friends — if you have any — know where to look for your pieces.” 

It was a good plan, Hakann knew, but unfortunately one that needed two thieves to pull off. The 
Toa who had built a base on this barren, windswept rock had neglected to inspect the icebergs that 
surrounded it. If they had done so, they would have discovered those chunks of ice were in fact camouflage 
for a tribe of Frostelus. Miserable, ill-smelling and ill-tempered creatures, Frostelus were happy to invade 
your territory but hated when you invaded theirs. They had massed an army and promptly besieged the 
Toa. 

The Matoran trader who passed this information to Hakann also said that the Toa planned to 
smuggle their “treasure” off the island within a few nights. Since the only exit not blocked by Frostelus 
was down the cliffside, Hakann reasoned the treasure had to be something light and easily carried. He 
decided to save the Toa a trip by stealing it before they could sneak it off. 

True, stealing from Toa was only slightly less hazardous than playing blindfolded tag with a catapult 
scorpion. But with a partner to draw their attention, Hakann was certain he could break in and out before 
either the Toa or the Frostelus could interfere. 

His first mistake had been trusting the Matoran to meet them at the base of the cliff with climbing 
gear. His second had been hiring Vezok. 

“If we get caught, don’t worry about getting put in a cage,” Vezok growled. “You won't live long 
enough for that.” 

Hakann ignored the threat. He was timing the Toa patrolling the ledge. His information was that 
this blue-green armored Toa controlled plant life. Hakann smiled, imagining he already smelled the sweet 
scent of burning shrubbery. 
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Gritting his sharp teeth, he started to climb again. Vezok followed close behind, grumbling all the 
way. When they were within arm’s length of the edge, Hakann motioned for his partner to stop. Timing 
was Critical now. 

The Toa passed right above them. The next instant, Hakann vaulted up onto solid ground and 
blasted the Toa from behind with his heat vision. Vezok joined in, laughing as he battered the guard with 
bursts of impact vision. Overcome, the Toa hit the ground. 

“Let’s throw him over the side,” said Vezok, grinning. 

“Right. And the second any Toa looks out and sees the sentry missing, alarms go off all over. 
Honestly, Vezok, | have heard of someone having water in their ears, but never between them.” 

Hakann hauled the unconscious Toa to his feet and propped him up against a rock. “There. Now 
he looks like he’s just taking a rest. Come on, let’s go.” 

As they ran toward the fortress, Vezok pondered what he had gotten himself into. Hakann 
obviously regarded him only as muscle, not realizing that Vezok had a reputation as a master thief and a 
cunning strategist. His gruff voice and overly brutal behavior were all a cover for a cunning intelligence. 
His sharp mind told him only one of them was going to make it off this island alive, and Hakann might be 
surprised to learn which it would be. 

Two Toa guarded the rear entrance to the fortress. One carried a mace, and one a flail. Both 
looked like they could use a bandit or two to break in half, just to relieve the monotony of guard duty. 

“Distract them,” said Hakann. 

“You distract them,” Vezok replied. “You’re the one in the red armor. They'll see you coming a 
kio away anyway.” 

Hakann struggled to control his temper. “Look, how hard does this have to be? Stumble forward, 
pretend you’re hurt, and when they desert their post, | will break in.” 

“| have a better idea,” said Vezok. “Why bother pretending?” 

With that, he slammed into Hakann’s back, sending the thief flying headlong into the dirt near 
where the Toa stood. Both reacted immediately, charging toward the intruder with weapons ready. 
Hakann’s only response was a groan of pain. 

Vezok took advantage of the opening to rush the door. It was stone and padlocked, but that didn’t 
present a problem. One quick wrench and the lock was snapped. Vezok slipped in and closed the door 
quietly behind him. Thanks to Hakann’s briefing him on the plan, he knew exactly where to look for the 
treasure. 

That had been Hakann’s third mistake. 

He swiftly made his way through the corridors and up the staircase leading to the tower. More 
than once, he had to hide in a shadowed doorway to avoid Toa. But having once invaded a cave network 
filled with thousand-eyed Rahi undetected, this was Matoran’s play for him. 

A ball of molten lava shot past a tower window. Vezok smiled. Hakann was resisting, just as he 
had hoped, and drawing more Toa from the base. As long as their attention was focused on their captive, 
getting away again would be simple. 

When he finally broke into the tower room, he was surprised to find it practically bare. The only 
furniture was a table, upon which rested a stone tablet. Carved into the table were the words Makoki 
stone. 

Vezok frowned. This certainly did not look like a treasure. Then again, if he recalled correctly, 
Makoki was the Matoran word for “key.” 

Is this a key, then? he wondered. A key to what? Some other vault of treasure? Some secret place? Or 
was Hakann’s information all wrong, and this whole thing is just some joke? 

Angered, Vezok started to knock the stone from the table. Then his keen eyes noticed something 
strange about it. Although its rough surface looked relatively clean, if one looked close enough, it was 
possible to see very faint, almost microscopically small scratches upon it. They seemed so random that 
even if someone spotted them, they would appear to be simply the result of normal wear. 
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But Vezok was not just anyone. He had a thief’s eye for items of true value. He knelt down and 
peered closely at the stone. 

No, those were not random scratches, not at all, he realized. They were a form of writing! It 
resembled modern Matoran, but was just different enough as to be almost indecipherable. But he could 
make out enough of it to get a general idea of what was written on the Makoki stone. It was shocking 
even to him. 

This is a record of the Brotherhood of Makuta, he said to himself, keeping even his thoughts to a 
whisper. One of the most powerful and benevolent organizations in the universe. Entries on all their members, the 
locations of their fortresses, everything, all scratched on this stone. 

Vezok knew he should either take it and get going, or else flee empty-handed. But his mind was 
still trying to process what he had discovered. Why would Toa — self-proclaimed heroes and guardians of 
justice — be gathering information on another power for good? For what purpose? 

The truth slithered into his mind like a hungry serpent. The Toa don’t trust the Brotherhood, he 
realized. At least, these Toa don’t. They are gathering information against the possibility that someday the 
Brotherhood will betray them. 

This wasn’t a treasure. This was an explosive. If the Brotherhood learned of its existence, the Toa 
would be suspect, or worse, disbanded. And if the Toa found out the stone was gone, they would hunt 
down the thief to the ends of the universe. Only a fool would risk disaster by stealing such a thing. 

A fool, Vezok thought, grabbing the stone, or someone with dreams of being more than just a simple 
thief someday. 

Making his way out of the tower, Vezok smiled as he reflected on the name Makoki. This stone 
was a “key” indeed — in fact, he wouldn’t be surprised if it did serve as a conventional key to open some 
lock somewhere. What better way to distract others from its true nature as a key to knowledge, possibly 
even a key to victory? 

He slipped back out the way he had entered. At first, Hakann was nowhere to be seen. Then he 
spotted a small group of Toa trying to restrain a struggling figure. 

Good luck, Hakann, Vezok thought. By the time you give in and start talking, | will be far away from 
here. 

As rapidly as he was able, Vezok began scaling the cliff. His boat was lashed to the rocks far below. 
Once he was safely away, there would be time to decide how best to put this Makoki stone to use. 

“Going somewhere?” 

The voice came from behind him. Vezok looked over his shoulder, convinced some Toa must 
have spotted him. But the being he saw was no Toa. He was a powerful figure in blue and gold armor who 
hovered in midair, arms folded, seeming as casual as if he chatted with other beings on cliffsides every day. 

Vezok knew he was at a disadvantage here. If he let go of the cliff to try and fight, he would plunge 
to his death. Still, he decided it was worth trying to bluff his way through. “I like to rock climb,” he sneered. 
“It’s good for my health.” 

“I know something that isn’t,” the figure responded. “Stealing from Toa.” 

“You’re an expert on that, are you?” said Vezok. 

The figure smiled. “I was robbing Toa back when you were still stealing from Matoran fruit stands. 
Whatever you found up there, hand it over.” 

“| didn’t find anything,” Vezok lied. “Toa don’t have anything worth stealing.” 

“Let me ask that again,” the figure responded, firing a Rhotuka spinner from the launcher on his 
arm. When it struck, Vezok suddenly found it impossible to control his muscles. It seemed as if all his 
coordination had simply vanished. He lost his grip on the cliff and started to fall, only to be caught in midair 
by the armored figure. 

“If | have to ask a third time, I’ll get frustrated. When | get frustrated, | drop things.” 

“All right!” Vezok snapped. “A stone — | found a stone. It’s maybe a key to a vault or something, | 
don’t know. | figured | would hold on to it until | discovered what lock it fit.” 
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The figure smiled. “That’s better. So you successfully broke into a Toa tower and stole from them, 
while setting up your partner to be caught? Impressive. | know of someone who might want to meet 
you... if you are interested in a little dishonest work, that is.” 

Hanging over a violent sea, kept in the air only by his captor’s grip, Vezok would have agreed to 
cleaning Kikanalo stables by hand. Besides, if he stuck close to this newcomer, maybe he would have the 
opportunity to steal the stone back. 

“Sure,” Vezok answered. “But | don’t usually go traveling with strangers. What’s your name?” 

“You can just call me Ancient,” the figure said, gently lowering them both toward the waiting boat. 
“And as for who | am taking you to meet... he hasn’t had a proper name in centuries. We know him as 
the Shadowed One.” 


All but one of the Toa in the tower that day met his end at the claws of the Frostelus. The lone survivor, 
a relatively new and inexperienced master of fire named Lhikan, was ordered by his team leader to flee 
with the Makoki stone. But when Lhikan went to get the stone, it was gone. 

He would search for some years afterward for the tablet, despite the fact that he did not know 
the true significance of it. Nor did he ever learn just who it was that dared to steal from a Toa tower. 


When they reached the boat, Ancient explained to Vezok that no outsider was permitted to know 
the location of the Shadowed One’s fortress. Ordinarily, someone being brought for an audience would 
have their eyes covered in some way to prevent their seeing anything they should not. 

“Unfortunately for you, | don’t have a blindfold,” Ancient said, just before he knocked Vezok 
unconscious. 

The master thief awoke to find himself in a large stone chamber. Although a fire raged in a 
fireplace, the room was icy cold. The walls were decorated with Kanohi masks, some of them badly 
damaged. Most striking was what appeared to be a stasis tube in one corner with a Toa inside, trapped in 
suspended animation. 

Vezok did a quick scan of the room, noting exits and how many others stood between him and 
the way out. Ancient was present, as were four others of Vezok’s species, but his attention was drawn to 
a dark, almost bestial figure sitting on what appeared to be a throne. This, Vezok knew, must be the 
Shadowed One. 

Before anyone could speak, the chamber door opened. An unseen form unceremoniously tossed 
Hakann inside. The crimson-armored figure sprawled on the stone floor. Rising, he started to charge for 
the door, only to be brought up short by the appearance of an ice cage all around him. Heat beams shot 
from his eyes, but they had no effect on the supercold ice bars. 

Noting the expression of surprise on Vezok’s face, Hakann snapped, “I escaped!” 

“And a wonderful job you’re doing of it, too,” Vezok muttered in response. 

“Be silent, little Piraka,” Ancient said. “Listen, that you may hear.” 


In the moments before the Shadowed One began to speak, Vezok considered the word Piraka. In the 
Matoran language, it meant “thief,” among other things, but much more than that as well. A common thief 
might sneak into a village to steal something of value — a Piraka would set the whole village ablaze to cover 
up his theft. A robber would normally make an effort to slip in and out unnoticed — a Piraka would destroy 
whatever or whoever was in sight, purely out of spite. 

Piraka were criminals, looked down upon, even by other criminals, as scum. Calling someone by 
that name was a great way to start a centuries-long feud, usually peppered with violence. There were few 
words more vile that could come from an intelligent being’s mouth. 

Strangely, though, Vezok found himself actually liking the term. 

He glanced up to see that Ancient had handed the Makoki stone to the Shadowed One. The 
seated figure examined the tablet for a few moments, then handed it to an aide in bright yellow armor. 

“Ambitious,” the Shadowed One said, his dark eyes darting from Vezok to Hakann and back. “Tell 
me, how did you know there was anything worth stealing in that tower?” 

Hakann said nothing. Guessing that keeping silent would only lead to a reduction in their life spans, 
Vezok spoke up. “Hakann got the information from a Matoran.” 
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“Really?” said the Shadowed One, smiling. “What a wise Matoran that must have been.” 

The chamber door opened again. A tall, thin, winged figure entered, looking confused and hesitant. 
The Shadowed One beckoned him to come into the chamber. 

“This is one of my most effective operatives,” the Shadowed One said. He turned to look at 
Hakann. “But then, | am sure you already know that.” 

Puzzled by the statement, Vezok glanced at his partner. Hakann was looking at the ceiling, the 
floor, anywhere but at the newcomer. 

Oh, no. He didn’t, thought Vezok. If Hakann’s “Matoran informer” was a fiction and his true source 
of information was one of the Shadowed One’s agents, things were about to get very, very messy. 

“My avian friend here was assigned to steal that very same stone from that very same tower,” the 
Shadowed One continued. “But before he could do so, you two made off with it.” 

The Shadowed One’s expression remained impassive, but his voice hardened. “You see, he was 
delayed by the time spent selling information to the two of you.” 

Ancient grabbed the arms of the winged figure before he could move. The Shadowed One rose, 
eyes crackling with energy. 

“You betrayed the Dark Hunters,” he said to the struggling prisoner. Then beams of power shot 
from his eyes. They struck the informer, destroying the bonds of molecular cohesion that kept his body 
intact. With nothing to hold them together, the unlucky Dark Hunter’s atoms shot off in a million different 
directions, effectively disintegrating him. 

“| dislike a traitor,” the Shadowed One said, looking directly at his two prisoners. “But | despise 
an incompetent one. So a word to the wise: If you ever harbor any ideas of betrayal... don’t let me catch 
you.” 

Vezok nodded, unable to think of anything to say. Hakann didn’t even do that. 

“| now have a vacancy in my organization,” the Shadowed One went on. “Your lives are about to 
change, my two thieves... or end.” 


Hakann, Vezok, and the Shadowed One stood on a terrace overlooking a training arena. The leader of 
the Dark Hunters had briefly explained his organization’s reason for being. They gained power and profit 
by doing the jobs others found too dangerous or too illegal to attempt. There were no limits to how far 
a Dark Hunter would go if the price was right. 

“Picture,” he said, “beings with the power and the organization of the Toa, yet unfettered by their 
consciences or morality.” 

Down below, Dark Hunters of various species were engaging in mock combat to hone their skills. 
The Shadowed One pointed to two trainees in the midst of furious sparring. “The one on the right is 
called Gladiator. His opponent is a recent recruit named Sidorak. Observe.” 

The battle that followed was intense, but short. The crimson-armored Sidorak was powerful, but 
his fighting style was crude, limited to charging forward in hopes of landing a blow. Gladiator dove, dodged, 
and showed amazing agility despite his impressive size. When Sidorak, exhausted, gave him an opening, 
Gladiator struck with two swift blows. Sidorak hit the ground and lay still. 

“He’s dead?” asked Vezok. 

“He wishes he were,” the Shadowed One replied. 

Other Dark Hunters appeared, to drag Sidorak from the arena like so much trash. “What happens 
to him now?” asked Hakann. 

“It so happens | may have use for him,” said the Shadowed One. “He will be allowed to leave alive, 
though, of course, our location will be kept concealed from him. If he did not serve some potential 
purpose, he would be executed and his body returned to his home island as a warning to others.” 

Hakann watched the failed recruit being taken away and muttered, “Weakling.” 

“You think so?” asked the Shadowed One. “Good. Because now it’s your turn.” 

With that, he shoved Hakann over the railing. The thief landed with a hard thud on the sand. 
When Hakann looked up, it was to see a female Dark Hunter smiling down at him and twirling a dagger. 


“Get up, Rahi bones,” she said with mock sweetness. “Lariska’s class is now in session.” 

Hakann vaulted forward, grabbing a handful of sand as he did so and throwing it in Lariska’s eyes. 
As she staggered back, he used a leg sweep to knock her off her feet. Once she was down, he took aim 
with his lava launcher. 

Half blind, Lariska hurled a dagger. It struck the launcher, shattering the delicate internal 
mechanism. With no way now to release the built-up molten energy, the launcher exploded. 

When Lariska’s vision cleared, she saw Hakann cradling an injured arm. She hurled a dagger right 
at him. His eyes flashed and beams of heat melted the knife in midair. A second pair of beams lanced 
toward her. She did a backflip from a standing start, allowing the heat rays to pass beneath her. As soon 
as her feet hit the ground, she charged, leaped, and executed a perfect flying kick. Slamming into Hakann, 
she sent him sprawling in the sand. 

“Nobody... nobody moves that fast,” he said, shaken. 

“Oh, | bet you say that to all the females,” Lariska answered. “Especially the ones that beat you 
senseless.” 

Hakann held up his hand. “I’m a thief, not a warrior. | know when I’m outclassed.” 

Lariska shrugged and sheathed her dagger. 

“And it’s not today,” Hakann added, as he unleashed a mental blast. 

Lariska grabbed her head and reeled. Her very thoughts were now weapons being used against 
her. She fumbled for a dagger. Hakann increased the power of his blast and drove her to her knees. A few 
moments more and she pitched forward onto the ground. 

Hakann rose and brushed the sand off his armor. It had taken more power than he expected to 
put Lariska down. But he gathered himself and stood ramrod straight, not wanting to show any sign of 
weakness. Satisfied that the battle was over, he turned and looked up at the Shadowed One. 

“If this is the best you Dark Hunters can offer,” he began, “I'll be running this place within a week, 
and —” 

Hakann’s remarks were cut off by the feel of a blade at his throat. 

“First lesson, Rahi bones,” Lariska whispered in his ear. “Don’t turn your back on an enemy until 
you’re sure she’s stopped breathing. And don’t turn your back on a Dark Hunter until her body has rotted 
in the sun and her armor’s been scattered to the winds.” 

The Shadowed One turned to Vezok. “Decide. Does he live, or does he die?” 

Vezok didn’t hesitate even for a moment. “Kill him.” 

The Shadowed One nodded, satisfied. Then he glanced down at Lariska and said, “Let him go. 
They have both passed their tests.” 

Reluctantly, Lariska withdrew her knife. Hakann turned and his eyes met hers. There was no 
respect or regard in his orbs — just pure hatred. “If | were you, I’d keep an eye on those daggers,” he said 
softly. “Or one may wind up in your back someday.” 

“Don’t worry about me,” she answered. “I know where all my enemies are. After all, I’m the one 
who buried them.” 

Up above, the Shadowed One had summoned Ancient to look after the new recruits and then 
departed. Vezok watched him go. “How much am | going to regret this?” he wondered aloud. 

“Follow orders and do your job, and you will have nothing to regret,” Ancient replied. “You'll 
have food, shelter, protection from your enemies, and the chance to do what you do best: steal, kill, and 
get away with it. Just one piece of advice...” 

Ancient leaned in close, looming over Vezok. “You’re going to get your hands on a lot of treasure, 
everything from jewels to secret knowledge. You'll be tempted to keep some of it and use it for yourself. 
Don’t. The downfall of every Dark Hunter follows the same path, Vezok. First they get greedy... then 
they get dead.” 


Hakann and Vezok spent their first night as Dark Hunters sleeping in a rough barracks with a few dozen 
others. In the morning, they sought out the four other members of their species they had seen in the 
Shadowed One’s chamber. 

The first they encountered was Reidak, a brutal sort who was rumored to be a skilled tracker. It 
wasn’t a talent he used often, preferring to simply destroy entire towns until he found the being he was 
searching for. The Dark Hunters had recruited him after he had done just that, in a fit of temper, to an 
entire island civilization. 

Two others, Thok and Avak, had similar origins. Both had opposed the Dark Hunters in some 
way, Avak as a jailer, Thok as a thief who tried to steal from them. Both had talents the Dark Hunters 
could use, and so they were recruited instead of killed. 

Only the last, an emerald-armored being named Zaktan, proved reluctant to talk with the 
newcomers. “He doesn’t talk much,” said Avak. “But there are rumors. Some say he was a slave in a 
protodermis mine when the Shadowed One found him. You’d think he would be grateful for being saved 
from a life like that... but he’s constantly being reminded that he used to be a slave and could go back to 
being one in a heartflash if the Shadowed One willed it.” 

“There are worse things than slavery, right?” asked Vezok. 

“You’ve obviously never been in a proto mine,” Reidak answered. “I don’t mean the kind Matoran 
work in — | mean real protodermis mines, where it’s not just a job, it’s a death sentence.” 

Vezok eyed Zaktan carefully. He had seen more than his share of dangerous beings, but something 
about Zaktan gave him a chill. It was as if someone had taken rage and evil and given those qualities a body 
to walk around in. 

One day, he’s going to do something beyond what we can imagine, Vezok thought. Maybe replace the 
Shadowed One... maybe get his hands on something that will make the Toa and the Brotherhood bow down to 
him... or maybe just lead us into the fire and destroy us all. 


Five Thousand Years Ago... 

“In or out?” asked Zaktan. “Decide.” 

Vezok looked around the small chamber. It was cramped and damp and smelled of dead Rahi. If 
greed and ambition had scents, it would have reeked of those, too. 

Hakann, Thok, and Reidak were standing in the back of the room, their eyes locked onto Vezok. 
Only Avak was missing, deemed too untrustworthy to be included in this conversation. 

“If | go in with you?” answered Vezok. 

“Then we strike tonight. By morning, the Shadowed One will be a memory, his allies will be in 
chains, and we will be running the Dark Hunters.” When Zaktan put it that way, it sounded easy — so easy 
that it made Vezok even more nervous. 

“And if I’m out?” 

Reidak bared his teeth in a wolfish grin that left no doubt Vezok would not be leaving the chamber 
under his own power if he gave the wrong answer. 

“We have the numbers?” asked Vezok. 

Zaktan nodded. “Enough so that we really don’t need you. We are only making the offer out of... 
species loyalty, so to speak. Discontent with the Shadowed One’s rule has been spreading among the 
Dark Hunters for years. Wander the island and try and find someone who doesn’t resent handing over 
every treasure they find, or who hasn’t been imprisoned — or worse — for offending our leader. The 
Shadowed One is ripe for overthrow.” 

“His spies —” 

“Are known,” Hakann finished. “And will be dealt with, when the time comes.” 

Vezok snarled, angry at himself for having such a hard time with this decision. After all, he owed 
the Shadowed One no loyalty. He had never wanted to be part of this organization in the first place. He 
had been perfectly happy as an independent thief. He was free to live the way he pleased. Now it was 
looking like just staying alive might be a challenge. 

“All right,” he said. “I’m in.” 


At any given time, there were anywhere from fifty to a hundred Dark Hunters based on the Shadowed 
One’s island. Some were there for rest and recreation between missions, others for training, and a few 
the Dark Hunter’s leader just wanted to keep where he could see them. Zaktan’s plan hinged on the 
theory that most of the island’s inhabitants were either sick of the Shadowed One’s rule or really didn’t 
care who was in charge. 

The five conspirators split up after their meeting and spent the rest of the day trying to remain 
inconspicuous. Zaktan had suggested they approach the Shadowed One’s fortress in pairs, coming from 
different directions and at slightly different times. Two Dark Hunters reporting in was not unusual, but 
five showing up at once would seem suspicious. 


There were only a small number of guards on duty at the fortress gates, led by a bizarre figure 
nicknamed Prototype. He was the product of a forced merge between a Toa of Fire and a Toa of Earth, 
which somehow resulted in a hybrid entity possessing enormous power, very little sanity, and really big 
claws. Still, it wasn’t Prototype or the guards he could see that worried Vezok — it was the ones he couldn’t 
see that would be the problem. 

As discussed, Vezok approached Prototype and struck up a conversation to give Zaktan the 
chance to ambush him. This was not an easy task, since Prototype was not much of a conversationalist. 
Still, Vezok succeeded in getting him to turn his back to Zaktan. 

Zaktan glanced around, made sure no one was looking, and fired a blast of his laser vision at 
Prototype. To his shock, the beams just bounced off harmlessly. Prototype noticed the attack, though, for 
he turned to Zaktan and said, “Not nice.” Then he batted his attacker away. 

“Stupid,” Prototype said, shaking his head. “Bright lights don’t bother me. Nothing bothers me.” 

Vezok’s first instinct was to attack and try to knock Prototype out. Then he remembered the 
sight of the half-conscious Zaktan flying through the air. “You’re right,” Vezok said. “He is stupid. In fact, 
| think he’s a traitor to the Dark Hunters.” 

“He is?” 

“Yes,” Vezok answered. “You need to go tell the Shadowed One about this now. He’s in the 
training facility on the far side of the island.” 

“But | thought he was inside?” 

“Do you think the Shadowed One is going to stop and tell you every place he’s going?” Vezok 
asked harshly. “Now get going! If Zaktan hurts anyone because you didn’t give a warning, you know who 
will get blamed.” 

It took Prototype a solid minute to realize the answer was him. Then he shrugged and lumbered 
away in search of the Shadowed One. With luck, Vezok thought, it will be a while before he remembers there 
is no training facility on the far side of the island. 

By then, Zaktan had staggered back, looking for the massive guard. His rage only grew when he 
couldn’t find Prototype. “Where is he?” he seethed. 

“Gone,” Vezok answered. “I did what you should have done in the first place. We needed him 
away from the gate, Zaktan, that’s all. We don’t need to start a war.” 

Zaktan eyed Vezok warily. “And if there were a war, are you quite sure whose side you would be 
on?” 

“The same side I’m always on,” Vezok replied, opening the iron gate. “My own.” 

A few minutes later, they were joined by Hakann, followed by Thok and Reidak. They reported 
that no one on the island seemed to suspect that anything strange was going on. Those Dark Hunters 
most loyal to the Shadowed One had been summoned by Hakann to a secret meeting to discuss security 
concerns. Once they were all assembled, he had slipped out and informed a half dozen of the more 
powerful guards that a group of traitors was conspiring against the Shadowed One. He pointed them to 
the chamber where the loyalists were meeting and insisted that no one inside should be allowed to leave 
under any circumstances. The Shadowed One would be coming personally to see to their arrest and 
punishment. 

“Very well,” whispered Zaktan. “We will head to the central chamber and take the Shadowed 
One and any of his lieutenants who may be present. Then the island will be ours.” 

“Hold it!” said Vezok. “Where are all the rest? | thought you said you had the numbers to do 
this.” 

“We do,” answered Hakann. “Five is a very good number. Of course, four has its appeal, too...” 

“Power divided in too many ways is no longer worth having,” said Zaktan. “It would be as if your 
body were to be split into a million pieces, each capable of acting independently. You would be 
formidable... but never again whole.” 

Zaktan beckoned the others to follow him. It was only a short journey through the dank corridors 
to reach the central chamber. Down one hallway, turn right, down another, turn left, and... 


They were facing a blank stone wall. It hadn’t been there the day before. Instead, there had been 
a long corridor leading directly to the Shadowed One’s chamber. 

“We... we must have made a wrong turn,” said Hakann nervously. 

The party went back the way they had come. But they could not retrace their steps exactly, for 
another blank wall had appeared where a hallway had been moments before. They were forced to turn 
right instead of left, then keep turning left as they followed a new path along the inside edge of the fortress. 
Every time it seemed they must be coming close to an exit, another wall would block their way. 

“We're going in a circle!” Reidak snapped “What are you up to, Zaktan?” 

“It’s not my doing!” Zaktan replied, his voice ragged. “It’s this place. Nothing is like it was 
yesterday!” 

“Not even you.” 

The voice came from up above. The five Dark Hunters looked up to see one of the most dreaded 
figures on the island, the stalker in the shadows, called Darkness. His traditional place of residence was 
among the stone beams of the ceiling above the Shadowed One’s throne. If the Dark Hunter leader 
showed the slightest sign of weakness, remorse, or compassion, it would be Darkness’s job to slay him so 
that another could take his place. He left the chamber only rarely, to “sharpen his claws” by disciplining 
disobedient members of the organization. His presence here and now represented nothing short of total 
disaster. 

“Then the Shadowed One knows...?” asked Zaktan. It was the first time Vezok had ever heard 
fear in his voice. 

Darkness nodded once. 

“We have to get out of here!” Hakann yelled, already running in what he thought was the direction 
of the exit. Reidak and Thok followed him, but Vezok paused for a moment. 

“You know what will happen to us,” he said to Zaktan. “Why aren’t you fleeing?” 

“This is an island. Where would | run?” Zaktan replied. “Where could | go where he will not find 
me?” 

Vezok knew he was right. The Dark Hunters had a long reach. There was nowhere in the known 
universe to conceal yourself from them. But he ran anyway, because that is what one does when 
destruction is drawing near. 


None of them got very far, of course. The appearance of new walls effectively herded them into the 
central chamber where the Shadowed One, Darkness, Ancient, and the yellow-armored figure called 
Sentrakh waited. 

Vezok expected the Shadowed One to lash out at them, accuse them of being traitors, and 
threaten them with all sorts of horrible punishments. But he said nothing. He simply sat on his throne and 
stared at each one of them in turn. Vezok had thought there might be disappointment or rage in his eyes, 
but they were flat and dead. Somehow, that seemed much worse than if he had been in a fury. 

Finally, he beckoned Zaktan to step forward. The Shadowed One exhaled, smiled, and visibly 
relaxed. For a moment, Vezok thought that maybe they might be okay. 

Then the Shadowed One’s eyes turned crimson. Twin beams of power lanced out and struck 
Zaktan. There was a blinding flash of light. 

When it faded, Zaktan still stood there, but he had changed in a terrible way. He was standing 
still, but his body was moving, as if each individual cell had taken on a life of its own. Panicked, Zaktan lost 
control and his mass began to dissipate. Like a swarm of fireflyers broken up by a windstorm, fragments 
of Zaktan began to drift away. It was the most terrible thing Vezok had ever seen, in a lifetime filled with 
many awful sights. 

He looked at the Shadowed One and was surprised to see that the Dark Hunter leader looked 
stunned as well. Apparently, this was not the effect the beams were supposed to have had. Something had 
gone very wrong. 


Zaktan suddenly calmed down. Exerting a force of will Vezok never imagined any being had, he 
drew the disconnected parts of himself back together. He was whole again, or at least as whole as any 
being in his condition could be. 

The Shadowed One, too, had regained his composure. He settled back in his chair and gazed 
around at the assembled conspirators. “Remember,” he said, in the soft tone of a doom viper’s hiss. 


Zaktan would eventually discover that his body had been converted to billions of microscopic protodites. 
Each contained a portion of his consciousness and could function independently of his body as a whole. 
This allowed him to send parts of himself on the attack as a swarm, to fly, to evade physical attacks more 
easily, and to slip through spaces too small for even an insect. 

He never spoke about what happened to him that night, nor did he ever allow anyone else to 
speak of it. He learned to adapt to his new condition and harness the powers it gave him. Eventually, he 
became a hundred times more effective as a Dark Hunter than he had ever been before. 

And he never, not even for a moment, stopped hating the Shadowed One. 
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Four Thousand Years Ago... 

“Everyone who thinks this is a bad idea,” grumbled Reidak, “scream at the top of your lungs.” 

“Shut up and steer,” said Vezok. “Do you want all of Metru Nui to hear us coming?” 

The two Dark Hunters, along with a third, Avak, were in a small skiff sailing through the sea gate 
toward the island city of Metru Nui. It was a risky trip. Turaga Dume, the city’s leader, had forbidden Dark 
Hunters to enter the area years before. His stated reasons were that they brought lawlessness and 
violence with them, but the truth was that he knew the Shadowed One had his eyes on Metru Nui. He 
was not going to allow them to get a foothold on the island and then attempt to overthrow him. 

His problem was enforcing this law. Metru Nui had no Toa. It was one of the safest places in the 
universe, because everyone knew how vital the city was to the well-being of so many other lands. The 
goods it traded were desperately needed elsewhere and the energy produced by the power plants was so 
great it could be funneled to other cities at no cost to Metru Nui. Destroying the island and its inhabitants 
would be an act of madness. Therefore there had never been a need for the Toa to maintain a presence 
in the city. 

However, no one had considered the possibility of attempting to conquer the city. Until now. 

“Are we there yet?” asked Avak. He was in the center of the boat, rowing lazily. Every now and 
again, he would amuse himself by mentally creating a prison around some sea bird and watching it flutter 
about, trying to escape. 

“If our information is right, the sea cave should be just below,” Vezok replied. He looked around 
at where their journey had brought them. Metru Nui was surrounded by a huge silver sea, bounded on all 
four sides by massive rock walls. Portals were carved in some of these walls to allow for boats to pass 
through on their way to and from the city. 

Reidak peered over the side of the boat at the silvery water. Large aquatic Rahi could dimly be 
seen swimming far below. Somehow, he doubted they were all vegetarians. “So who’s going down there?” 
he asked. 

“| thought we all would,” Vezok answered. “It may take three of us to —” 

“Someone has to guard the boat, and I volunteer,” Avak broke in, talking so fast one word blurred 
into the next. 

“| volunteer to guard Avak guarding the boat and make sure he doesn’t leave without us,” Reidak 
offered. 

Vezok frowned. “You heard the Shadowed One. You know what’s supposed to be down there. 
If | go down alone, l'Il end up a light snack. So who’s going to help me?” 

Avak looked at Reidak and said, “I'll flip you for it.” When Reidak nodded agreement, Avak lunged 
forward, grabbed him, and flipped him over the side of the boat and into the water. “Looks like | win.” 


Reidak’s response was a string of curses that could have seared the scales off a stone serpent. 
Vezok chuckled and plunged into the water as well. “Stay with the boat,” he said to Avak. Then he added, 
“And the boat stays here.” 

Vezok and Reidak dove beneath the surface. The water was icy cold, worse than the snowcapped 
peaks of the Dark Hunter island. Their armor made it difficult to maneuver underwater, but if they had 
to rely on their agility, they were doomed anyway. Strength would be the difference down here. 

Reidak’s eyes flared red. His infrared vision pierced the dark water, but revealed only the heat of 
passing Rahi fish. He would have to do this the hard way, by searching and hoping the Shadowed One’s 
information was accurate. Both he and Vezok knew there was no time to waste — even their oversize 
lungs could hold only so much air. 

When they were close to the sea bottom, Reidak stopped and pointed. Vezok saw a massive 
boulder ringed with ice, apparently serving to block the entrance of a sea cave. The two Dark Hunters 
struck as one, smashing the rock to rubble. Beyond it was a solid block of ice at least a hundred feet thick. 

Vezok nodded. The legend was accurate, then. He wished that Hakann was with them to use his 
heat vision on the ice. Then he realized that “I wish Hakann was here” were words he had never expected 
to say, and would probably never say again. 

Reidak started to pound on the ice. Vezok blasted the block with his impact vision. Periodically, 
they had to surface to get some air. Then they would dive down again and resume their work. 

After more than two hours, the last fragment of ice fell away to reveal the “treasure” inside. 
Vezok saw a great red eye flicker open, followed by another. The temperature of the water suddenly shot 
up, almost to the boiling point. A low rumble in the water grew into a great bellow. Inside the cave, 
something began to crawl toward freedom. 

Eyes wide with panic, Vezok gestured upward. Reidak got the idea and the two of them shot for 
the surface. They scrambled aboard the boat even as Avak said, “What? What is it? What did you see?” 

“Row! Row!” Vezok yelled. “Get us out of here!” 

Avak complied, but not before he turned to see if he could spot the source of their disturbance. 
Something was moving underwater, getting closer, closing in fast. Suddenly it burst up from below, 
capsizing the boat and sending all three Dark Hunters into the water. Then it dove beneath the waves 
again. 

“What was that?” Avak shouted. 

“A little present,” Vezok answered. “From the Shadowed One to Metru Nui, with best wishes.” 


The great beast swam free for the first time in thousands of years. It had only dim memories of its past, 
but what had gone before didn’t matter to it at the moment. The only thing the Kanohi Dragon cared 
about was that it was very, very hungry. 

Sensing a tremendous source of heat on the island up ahead, it moved in that direction. Heat 
meant life, and life meant food, and today he would at last eat well. 


“So we found him,” said Reidak. The three were back in their boat again. “Now do we go home?” 
“No,” said Vezok. “Now we wait.” 
“For what?” 
“For what’s bound to happen.” 


The Kanohi Dragon’s massive tail slashed through the water. It was closer to the heat, but there was still 
a great distance to cover. Now it remembered this place and the little ones who lived in it. The dragon 
had been here before, long before so many buildings had crowded together on the island. It had come to 
feed then, too, but the inhabitants had caused it pain. Flying over the city would just invite them to do it 
again. 


Then it would not fly, it decided. Although the cold water was uncomfortable and swimming not 
its favored means of transport, it would stay under the water. It would find a way to the heat without the 
little ones noticing. Then, when its strength had returned, old scores would be settled. 


“They don’t stand a chance,” said Avak. “The city will be a ruin by tomorrow.” 

“No, it won’t,” Reidak answered, smiling. “Because we’re going to save it, aren’t we, Vezok?” 

Vezok decided he had better rethink just how smart Reidak actually was. The Shadowed One had 
shared the complete plan only with him, but Reidak had managed to figure it all out. | will have to watch 
him, thought Vezok. He’s not what he seems. 

“A few hours with the Kanohi Dragon on a rampage should convince Turaga Dume that his city 
needs protection,” Vezok said. “With no Toa in sight, the Dark Hunters will generously agree to ‘protect’ 
it in return for locating a base here. It’s a good plan.” 

“Sure,” Avak said, nodding. “Only how are we supposed to stop that thing, if they agree?” 

Vezok started rowing toward the city. “I said it was a good plan. | didn’t say it was a perfect plan.” 


The Kanohi Dragon smashed through an intricate series of suboceanic chutes, then battered its way 
through the thick walls of the Metru Nui Archives. Matoran scrambled down to investigate the source of 
the terrible crash and flooding. As soon as they saw the monstrous Rahi that had broken in, they scrambled 
back up again as fast as their legs could carry them. 

The dragon didn’t care anything about them, not yet. Its goal was the source of heat, which was 
still some distance away. Rather than go aboveground, it made its way through the lowest levels of the 
Archives. 

A daring Onu-Matoran archivist named Mavrah took a chance and followed. The creature’s path 
was littered with smashed cylinders, crushed artifacts, and sundered walls. More than a few living “exhibits” 
had been freed, forcing Mavrah to move with caution in case any of them were hungry. It rapidly became 
clear that the monster was not moving at random, but rather in a straight line toward Ta-Metru. 

Mavrah would have pursued the dragon all the way to the Great Furnace if his friend Whenua had 
not caught up to him and made him stop. He was followed closely by the Chief Archivist, whose mask 
concealed the grief he felt at the sight of such destruction. 

“Turaga Dume has called out the Vahki,” Whenua said, referring to the mechanized security forces 
of Metru Nui. “But I’m not sure even they can handle this.” 

“It’s... amazing,” Mavrah whispered in awe. “I’ve never seen a Rahi like it. Why is it here? What 
does it want? There’s so much we could learn!” 

“You can study its corpse,” the Chief Archivist snapped. “Now come away from here. We must 
return to the upper levels.” 

The three Matoran turned away, trying to ignore the sounds of battle already filling the Archives. 


Vezok, Reidak, and Avak landed the boat on a secluded part of the Le-Metru coastline. Vezok pointed to 
the squads of Vahki soaring toward Ta-Metru. “I guess they figured out something’s wrong. Well, we'll 
wait until dark. Let them sweat a little.” 

Avak was looking around for some way to amuse himself until nightfall when he spotted a dozen 
Vahki heading in their direction. He was bracing for battle when they flew by overhead, traveling out over 
the ocean and away from the city. 

Now where are they going? he wondered. 


The Vahki proved to be no more than an annoyance for the Kanohi Dragon. The heat generated by the 
now fully thawed creature melted most of the city’s guardians. The rest fell to its claws and teeth. It moved 
unopposed to the area just below Ta-Metru. Once it was beneath the source of greatest heat, it smashed 
its way through the ceiling. 
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The dragon found itself in the heart of the Great Furnace. Matoran scattered in panic as it plunged 
into the flames. 

As darkness fell on Metru Nui, it was a city in fear. Fires had spread out of control in Ta-Metru. 
The streets were littered with pieces of the mechanical Vahki. Matoran were gathering weapons and 
preparing to make a futile attack on the dragon. 

Turaga Dume sat in his chamber in the Coliseum, brooding on the fate of his city. A slight shift in 
the atmosphere of the room told him he was no longer alone. 

“Having a bad day?” asked Vezok. 

Dume looked up at the three Dark Hunters who had invaded his sanctum. A lesser being would 
have fled at the sight. But Dume had been a Toa and later a Turaga for centuries. His heart knew no fear. 

“| should have guessed,” he said, rising. “The Kanohi Dragon is the weapon, but the hand that 
wields it belongs to the Shadowed One.” 

“It’s a real shame what’s happening out there,” said Reidak. “It sure would be awful if the Kanohi 
Dragon trashed Ta-Metru. Would be even worse if something like this happened every week.” 

“It should be obvious the Vahki can’t protect you,” Vezok added. “Work with us, and you won’t 
have to worry about this sort of thing anymore.” 

A cold silence descended on the room. Dume turned his back on the Dark Hunters, deep in 
thought. The seconds dragged by. Then the leader of Metru Nui spoke once more. 


“Get out.” 
“You’re making a mistake,” Avak snarled. “A big mistake.” 
Dume ignored him and locked eyes with Vezok. “PII see this city reduced to rubble... with not 


even two bricks still together... before lII let your kind take root here.” 

“Now you’re not thinking about the best interests of your city,” Vezok replied. He raised his 
harpoon weapon and aimed it at Dume. “Maybe it’s time Metru Nui had new leadership.” 

Vezok triggered his weapon even as a bolt of flame flew into the room. Fire met harpoon halfway 
across the chamber and melted the projectile. The Dark Hunters turned to see two Toa — one emerald 
in color, one red and gold — standing in the window. Nine other Toa hovered on Vahki in the night sky 
behind them. 

“Toa Lhikan!” exclaimed Dume. “Toa Nidhiki!” 

“You didn’t tell us you had Dark Hunters visiting,” said Nidhiki, Toa of Air. “Here | thought we 
would be fighting only higher forms of life.” 

“We got your message,” said Toa Lhikan, master of fire. “Are these three responsible for the 
trouble here?” 

Dume hesitated. He would have dearly loved to see these three Dark Hunters imprisoned, but 
doing so would just lead to more being sent to free them. Metru Nui would become a battleground. A 
more diplomatic solution was needed. 

“They are couriers for a different message from me,” the Turaga replied. “They were just leaving 
to go back to their home.” 

The look in Lhikan’s eyes told Dume the Toa understood exactly what was going on here. 
“Probably wise,” Lhikan said. Then, looking right at the Dark Hunters, he added, “It’s not safe here.” 

Vezok got the hint. He and the others would take on two Toa and a Turaga any day. But eleven 
Toa was another matter entirely. There was nothing to be gained by such a fight, and way too much that 
could be lost. 

“So it seems,” he said to Lhikan. “But it’s a beautiful city. Maybe, when things have calmed down, 
we'll come back.” 

“PIL be happy to show you around,” said Toa Nidhiki, smiling. “You can get a great view of the 
whole place from atop the Knowledge Towers... as long as you don’t slip and fall off.” 

Vezok returned the Toa’s smile, but both knew it was more a mutual challenge than anything else. 
Then he led Reidak and Avak out of the Coliseum. Once outside, Toa kept a watchful eye on them until 
they were in their boat and away. 


“Well, that went well,” grumbled Reidak. 
Vezok shrugged. “It’s not over. It may take a year, a century, or a few thousand years... but the 
Shadowed One gets what he wants.” 


Lhikan, Nidhiki, and their team of Toa waged a month-long battle with the Kanohi Dragon. Scores of 
buildings were destroyed, entire sections of Ta-Metru were rendered uninhabitable, and far too many 
innocent Matoran met their deaths. When the beast was finally defeated (thanks in no small part to the 
combined efforts of four Toa of Ice), it was not a victory that filled the Toa’s hearts with pride, just relief. 

While the fate of the dragon was being debated, Nidhiki took it upon himself to try and kill it. But 
the armored scales that had deflected so many blows during the fight prevented him from ending the 
creature’s life. It was finally decided to transport the dragon to another island whose rulers had agreed to 
give it refuge and keep it away from other lands. Lhikan and a half dozen of his team agreed to man the 
barge carrying the dragon, while Nidhiki and the rest stayed behind to secure the city. 

“The Dark Hunters won’t take no for an answer,” Lhikan reminded Dume. “They'll be back. So 
will we.” 

It was a journey of many days to the Kanohi Dragon’s new home. Once there, the barge sailed up 
to a dock made of black, twisted metal. The look and feel of the island disturbed the Toa. Though parts 
seemed tropical and wild, much of the rest of it was covered with dull iron buildings that spewed foul 
smoke into the sky. One of the team insisted he had seen factory doors open and what looked like an 
array of war machines assembled inside. 

A tall, ebon being approached the Toa. Dark eyes darted from the heroes to the Kanohi Dragon. 
A vicious mouth curved into a smile. 

“This will do,” the figure hissed. “This will do very nicely.” 

“I am Toa Lhikan. We sailed from Metru Nui to bring this creature here, but | must ask you: Are 
you sure you want such an evil, dangerous beast on your island?” 

“Evil is all relative, Toa of Fire,” the smiling figure replied. “In your city, this is a monster. On my 
island, it is... an ill-tempered pet. So, the answer is yes. Speaking for my home, I, Roodaka, welcome the 
Kanohi Dragon to our shores.” 


Three Thousand Years Ago... 

Hakann crouched on a Ga-Metru rooftop. Lariska was next to him, toying with her blades as she 
always did. At first, Hakann had dismissed this as a nervous habit. Later, he realized her daggers were 
probably the only “friends” she truly trusted. 

It was another dark, cold, and dangerous night in Metru Nui. Hakann had seen too many of them 
by now. After the incident with the Kanohi Dragon, the Shadowed One had made a few more attempts — 
some obvious, some not — to either seize control of the city or else secure a base there. Each time, his 
efforts had been frustrated by the Toa. 

It came as no surprise that the Shadowed One had become obsessed with Metru Nui. When an 
attempt by Thok to kidnap Turaga Dume failed, the ruler of the Dark Hunters reached the end of his 
patience. He assembled a legion of his best operatives and ordered them to invade and capture Metru 
Nui. This struck many, including Hakann, as a very strange and highly risky idea. Dark Hunters lived in the 
shadows, struck quickly, and disappeared. They didn’t form armies and invade cities. 

“There’s a word for a Dark Hunter in daylight,” Hakann had said at the time. “A target.” 

Still, the plan had seemed to be working. A couple of hundred Dark Hunters stormed Metru Nui 
in the dead of night, taking the Vahki and Lhikan’s team of Toa completely by surprise. While the Matoran 
took cover, they seized control of most of the city. The Toa and Turaga Dume were forced to take refuge 
inside the Coliseum. Victory seemed only days away. 

Then everything went wrong. The Toa of Water managed to slip through the Dark Hunter lines 
and swim the ocean. At the first island she came to, she dragged herself to the Turaga and begged for help 
for Metru Nui. The result was that close to one hundred Toa descended on the city and turned what 
should have been a quick fight into a protracted siege. Toa and Dark Hunters clashed in metru-to-metru, 
street-to-street fighting that lasted months. 

By now, both sides were hurting badly. Work in the city had largely ground to a halt. Damage to 
the different metru was extensive. Meanwhile, with so many Dark Hunters tied down in Metru Nui, the 
flow of treasure coming into the vaults of the organization had slowed to a trickle. Both Dume and the 
Shadowed One knew some bold stroke was needed to end this war before there was nothing left to fight 
over. 

Hakann’s recollections were interrupted by the sight of a lone Toa on the streets below. It was a 
Toa of Air, judging from the color of his armor, and his mask and weapon matched Vezok’s description 
of Toa Nidhiki. Hakann smiled. Here was a wonderful opportunity to not only take one more Toa out of 
the fight, but rob Vezok of a chance for revenge at the same time. 

He was about to spring when Lariska stopped him. “One more dead Toa does us no good,” she 
said. “Let me handle this.” 

“And grab more glory for yourself?” Hakann snarled. 
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Lariska smiled in reply. “Let me put this another way. Stay out of my way while | handle this or 
we'll pick up where we left off in the Shadowed One’s arena.” 

Without another word, she leapt to another rooftop, then another, and finally to the ground. She 
was moving in the general direction of the Coliseum, a sure way to attract the attention of a Toa. 

Down below, Nidhiki took the bait. There was a brief, inconclusive fight that left Hakann 
unsatisfied. There had been at least three perfect openings for Lariska to kill the Toa and she had let all 
of them slip by. He wondered if there might be some way to use that information to his advantage. 

The Toa disappeared briefly. Hakann could hear Lariska talking. Then Nidhiki was visible again and 
he and Lariska were having a discussion. Hakann was too far away to hear what they were saying. He 
considered and rejected the idea of Lariska planning to defect to the Toa. She’d look lousy in a mask and 
she knows it, he thought. 

When Lariska returned, she had a look on her face like a Muaka who had just eaten a Gukko bird. 
“He’s willing to deal. We have to get a message to the Shadowed One.” 

“What if it’s a trick?” 

Lariska shook her head. “I don’t think so. He’s nowhere near as a good a liar as he thinks he is. 
Someday, that will probably cost him.” 


The message dispatched via trained Nui-Rama was short and to the point. Toa Nidhiki would arrange for 
the capture of Turaga Dume, Toa Lhikan, and the rest of Metru Nui’s defenders in exchange for rule over 
the city. The Shadowed One’s answer was just as direct: Agree to Nidhiki’s demands, and once the war 
was won, eliminate him. 

Lariska had arranged a meeting with Nidhiki for the next night. As before, Hakann remained in 
the shadows and watched. He knew better than to trust a Toa, and he wasn’t completely certain of 
Lariska’s motives, either. Maybe she was planning to cut herself in as future queen of Metru Nui. 

Nidhiki was late and looked worried. “What’s the answer? Come on, come on, I’m risking 
everything just being here!” 

“Calm down,” said Lariska. “Were you followed here?” 

“| don’t think so,” said Nidhiki. “Lhikan told me to head down to the docks to meet a supply boat. 
He can’t tear himself away from being leader of the Toa army long enough to actually do any work.” 

He’s bitter, thought Hakann. Okay, we can work with that. 

“It’s a deal,” Lariska said. “Tomorrow you lead Lhikan and the Coliseum guard into the Canyon 
of Unending Whispers in Po-Metru. We'll be scattered in the caves and foothills. Once it’s over, I’m to 
take care of Turaga Dume personally... and the city will be yours, Nidhiki. What do you plan to do with 
it?” 

Hakann didn’t hear Nidhiki’s answer. His attention was drawn to a brief gleam of red and gold 
from a nearby rooftop. It was Toa Lhikan! He had followed Nidhiki and heard everything. 

The Dark Hunter’s mind raced. If he warned Lariska, the “trap” could be called off in plenty of 
time to save the Shadowed One’s army. On the other hand, if he didn’t, Lariska would be disgraced and 
the war would be over. The only flaw would be, he would wind up a prisoner of the Toa. He needed to 
find a way to save his own metallic hide. 

Nidhiki left. Lariska had not yet returned. Hakann climbed up to the roof and began following Toa 
Lhikan. 

It didn’t take long for the Toa to detect his presence. Lhikan whirled and hurled flames from his 
two fire greatswords. Hakann evaded and hit Lhikan with a mental blast. The Toa staggered, but recovered, 
slamming his two swords together to make a shield. He then tossed the shield with incredible accuracy, 
knocking Hakann’s feet out from under him. The shield was on its way back to Lhikan when Hakann nailed 
it with his heat vision, sending it spiraling off course. The Dark Hunter sprang to his feet, lava launcher 
pointed right at Toa Lhikan. 
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“| could kill you now, Toa, but there’s been enough killing,” Hakann said, making an effort to sound 
sincerely concerned about the loss of life. In truth, the only life he cared anything for was his own. “It’s 
time to end this war.” 

Lhikan said nothing, simply glared at Hakann with contempt. He might as well have thrown a 
snowball for all his opinion mattered to the Dark Hunter. 

“You know what your pal Nidhiki is planning with us. You’re probably setting up a trap of your 
own,” said Hakann. “You figure you'll slap all of us into a prison cave somewhere until the stars go out. 
But... maybe there’s a deal to be made here.” 

“| don’t make deals with Dark Hunters,” Lhikan snapped. 

“You'll deal with this one,” Hakann replied, doing his best to control his temper. “Or maybe you’d 
rather not know what happened to the Makoki stone, all those years ago?” 

Lhikan’s body language conveyed, if only for a moment, that he was surprised by Hakann’s 
statement. Sensing an opening, the Dark Hunter pressed on. 

“| stole it,” he lied. “And | gave it to the Shadowed One as a sort of entrance fee into the Dark 
Hunters. If we are going to lose this war, then we are — but | propose a trade. You get the Makoki stone, 
and we leave this island under our power.” 

Toa Lhikan wrestled with the idea. Free, the Dark Hunters would always be a threat. But the 
Makoki stone was something his fellow Toa had been willing to die to protect thousands of years before. 
Even if he didn’t know its true importance, it must have been vital in some way. Could he betray the 
memory of his deceased comrades by passing up the chance to get it back? 

“You'll come with me,” Lhikan said. “Then you'll send a message to your leader. Tell him the war 
is lost. If he hands over the Makoki stone, we’ll let you and the other Dark Hunters leave Metru Nui and 
return home... on two conditions.” 

“Which are?” 

“You never come back... ever... and you take Nidhiki with you. | want him out of my sight.” 

Hakann smiled. “How do | know you'll keep your end of the deal?” 

“Toa don’t go back on their word,” Lhikan replied. 

Hakann chuckled. “I guess Nidhiki must have missed that part of the training.” 


Everything went as Toa Lhikan had planned it. When he, Nidhiki, and the rest of the Coliseum guard 
marched into the Canyon of Unending Whispers, they were immediately ambushed by Dark Hunters. A 
moment later, the Dark Hunters found themselves surrounded by three hundred Toa who had arrived in 
the city on the “supply boats” the night before. 

Having lived under the harsh discipline of the Shadowed One for so long, the Dark Hunters fully 
expected the same treatment from the Toa. Failure, they assumed, would mean death. 

“Now what?” a defiant Lariska asked Toa Lhikan. “Do you march us all into the sea?” 

Hakann held his breath. Would Lhikan keep his part of the bargain? 

The Toa of Fire hesitated a moment. Then he said, “A messenger was sent to the Shadowed One 
before you ever reached the canyon. You will be allowed to walk out of here the same way you walked 
in.” 

Lhikan went on to outline the same conditions he had related to Hakann. Nidhiki was shocked to 
discover that he, too, was being banished from the city. Lariska looked disappointed — death would have 
been preferable to the punishment the Shadowed One would dish out for her failure. The entire scene 
filled Hakann with glee. 

By the next morning, the Dark Hunters and Nidhiki had been loaded into ships headed for the 
Shadowed One’s island. Nidhiki stood by himself at the rail, gazing at the city he was sure he would never 
see again. None of the Dark Hunters came anywhere near him. Watching the scene, Hakann could not 
help but remember the Shadowed One’s words from so long ago — “I dislike a traitor. But | despise an 
incompetent one.” 
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The Shadowed One would keep his word, as much as he ever did. It would be 2,000 years before another 
Dark Hunter would set foot on Metru Nui — and one of the three who would make the return trip would 
be Nidhiki. 

The ruler of the Dark Hunters was not, however, content to allow the Makoki stone to remain 
in Toa hands. Six months after the Dark Hunter surrender on Metru Nui, he dispatched a team to the 
Toa base where the stone was being held. They successfully stole the tablet. The Shadowed One ordered 
it split into six pieces so he could earn six times the ransom for it. The Brotherhood of Makuta were the 
high bidders for the stones, despite the fact that they, too, had no idea of their true significance. 

The only other problem left over from the Toa—Dark Hunter war was Nidhiki himself. Despite 
Lariska’s insistence that neither she nor the ex-Toa were responsible for the defeat, she was punished 
severely and Nidhiki was shunned. The Shadowed One valued Nidhiki’s knowledge and experience but 
could not bring himself to fully trust him. He knew also that Nidhiki was scheming to escape the island in 
hopes of someday resuming his career as a Toa. 

The Shadowed One’s solution to this situation was elegantly evil. He allowed Nidhiki to get so 
close to freedom the ex-Toa could practically taste it. Then, at the last moment, he had a new recruit, 
Roodaka, use her powers to mutate Nidhiki into an insectoid monster. Now so hideous that Matoran 
society would never accept him, he was doomed to remain a Dark Hunter for the rest of his days. 

And how about the rest of us? Hakann wondered, as he watched Nidhiki react in horror to his new 
form. Are we all to stay Dark Hunters forever? Or will there be an opportunity someday to say good-bye to this 
wretched place... and have power the Shadowed One never even dreamed of? 

It was an idea well worth thinking about, he decided. 
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Two Hundred Fifty Years Ago... 

Reidak was a happy Dark Hunter. 

He had been posted to the south wall of a Dark Hunter fortress for the last day and a half. His 
orders were simple: Anyone or anything that tried to get over the wall was to be crushed, stomped, 
flattened, and otherwise discouraged from trying it again. So far, he had gotten to practice his favorite 
hobby — destruction — on a squad of Rahkshi, one suit of Exo-Toa armor running on automatic, and a 
dozen Rahi wearing infected Kanohi masks that controlled their actions. The forces of the Brotherhood 
of Makuta were sure to mount another attack soon, which was fine with him. Reidak hoped this joy would 
never end. 

Relations between the Brotherhood and the Dark Hunters had been souring for some time. It 
had been Dark Hunters who were on guard when six Toa, the Toa Hagah, succeeded in stealing both the 
Makoki stones and the Kanohi Mask of Light from the Brotherhood. Although the Dark Hunters on duty 
had fought hard and well, they were still blamed for allowing the thefts to happen. The Brotherhood had 
insisted on the execution of the guards involved, but the Shadowed One had refused. The matter ended 
there... or it seemed to, anyway. 

Three centuries later, the Makuta of Metru Nui hired three Dark Hunters — Nidhiki, a dumb brute 
named Krekka, and a third, codenamed Eliminator — to aid him in a takeover of Metru Nui. The effort 
failed. In a desperate bid to restore lost energies quickly, Makuta absorbed both Nidhiki and Krekka into 
his own substance, killing them. Eliminator knew nothing of this, and neither did any other Dark Hunter. 
All they knew was that Nidhiki and Krekka never returned from their mission. 

A short time later, the discovery of the Kanohi Vahi, the Mask of Time, had drawn both the 
Shadowed One and the Makuta of Metru Nui to that city. They came into conflict over possession of the 
mask. The revelation that Makuta had slain two Dark Hunters turned the argument into a battle. Although 
severely wounded, Makuta managed to defeat the leader of the Dark Hunters. The prize eluded them 
both, however, thanks to the quick thinking of a Toa of Fire named Vakama. 

Still, the damage had been done. The Shadowed One vowed revenge and declared war on the 
Brotherhood of Makuta. To most members of the organization, this seemed like declaring war on the sun 
or the sea. The power wielded by the Brotherhood was unimaginable. The accepted wisdom was that the 
Dark Hunters would be crushed within a matter of weeks. 

That had not proved to be the case. The Brotherhood had their hands full dealing with the 
aftereffects of a bioquake that had rocked the universe. Metru Nui was in ruins, a part of the southern 
continent had split off and disappeared, and those were only the start of the problems. Worse, the efforts 
of the Brotherhood’s Visorak army to conquer Metru Nui had resulted in the death of its king and the 
scattering of the spider creatures to points all over the map. 

Nor had the Toa been sleeping through all of this. Fully aware of the depths of the Brotherhood’s 
treachery, the Toa were striking at them at every opportunity. Brotherhood fortresses were under siege 
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in many places. Their operations in some areas had been almost completely shut down. Granted, many 
Toa had been killed in the struggle — something that bothered Reidak not at all — but they had given the 
Brotherhood something to worry about. 

Against this backdrop, the Dark Hunters’ strategy of hitting and running, sabotage, theft, and 
kidnapping had met with success. They had gone from annoying the Brotherhood to wounding it over the 
course of several hundred years. Now the Brotherhood was striking back. 

Reidak peered into the darkness. Someone was moving through the woods toward the fortress. 
It looked to be a lone figure, too small to be an Exo-Toa, too large for a Rahkshi or a Visorak. He 
wondered who it might be and what kind of sound they would make when he threw them off the top of 
the wall. 

Zaktan approached. “This one’s not for you,” he said. “So no mangling, shredding, or devastating.” 

Reidak glanced down. The figure had made it to the base of the wall impossibly fast and was 
already scaling the sheer stone face of it. A fleeting shaft of moonlight illuminated a sleek black form. The 
savage Dark Hunter grinned. 

“| get it,” he said. “But it would be fun to take her on someday and see which of us would end up 
the winner.” 

“You wouldn’t ‘end up’ as anything, Reidak,” a silken female voice replied. “You would just... end.” 

Roodaka climbed over the top of the wall. This was her third visit to this particular fortress in as 
many months. If the Brotherhood had known she was selling information on them to the Dark Hunters, 
her life would be over abruptly. Zaktan half suspected she was providing data on the Dark Hunters to the 
Brotherhood as well, but he couldn’t prove it. 

“What’s the information?” he asked. 

“Where’s my payment?” Roodaka replied. 

Zaktan handed her a tablet. Had any other Dark Hunter seen its contents, Zaktan would have 
been taken away immediately and imprisoned, or worse. The carving on the stone was a detailed map of 
the Shadowed One’s fortress, complete with details on guard placement, traps, and any other security 
measures. With this, an enemy could sneak into the fortress and eliminate the Dark Hunter leader with 
ease... or so it seemed. 

In fact, as Zaktan had learned the hard way, it was not so simple to overthrow the Shadowed 
One, even with this sort of information. If Roodaka cared to try it, she would most likely be killed, along 
with any other minions of the Brotherhood who went with her. If she somehow succeeded, Zaktan had 
no doubt he could eliminate her in turn and take power for himself. 

“You need to abandon this place,” Roodaka said. “It will be surrounded within the hour and 
overrun in two. Any Dark Hunter taken prisoner will soon wish they hadn’t been.” 

“Why do they want this place so bad?” asked Reidak. “Besides the chance to take me out of the 
fight, of course.” 

Roodaka looked at Reidak, then turned to Zaktan. “Is he always that way?” 

“Most of the time,” answered Zaktan. “But he has his uses. And his question is a legitimate one — 
this fortress is not the most strategically located or important, so why would the Brotherhood want it so 
badly?” 

Roodaka smiled. “Those who don’t know history are doomed to repeat it, Zaktan... and 
sometimes, just doomed. This was a Brotherhood fortress at one time, or didn’t you know?” 

Zaktan cursed under his breath. No, he had not known that little piece of information, because 
the Shadowed One had not seen fit to tell him before sending him here. 

“And | suppose you haven’t explored the place, either?” Roodaka continued. “Just being good little 
guards, are you? Foolish, foolish pawns — what you don’t know can kill you.” 

With a nod, she climbed back over the wall and disappeared. Zaktan stared after her, brooding. 
Then he said to Reidak, “Stay here. | have something to do.” 

“What about your part of the wall? Who's going to watch that?” 

“Isn’t it obvious?” Zaktan answered. “You are. If you get overrun and killed... call me.” 
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Before Reidak could protest any further, Zaktan headed down the stairs into the fortress. 
Contrary to Roodaka’s belief, he had explored every inch of the place shortly after arriving. Thok had not 
only explored, but looted, taking anything that wasn’t nailed down. But obviously they had missed 
something. Whatever that something was, the Brotherhood was willing to sacrifice lives to get it. 


Thok had agreed to join Reidak on guard duty, not out of any great love of the job, but because of what 
Reidak had threatened to do to him if he said no. Unlike Reidak, Thok found no pleasure in fighting off 
the various members of the Brotherhood’s army. They rarely had any treasure worth stealing or weapons 
worth salvaging. Besides, they took too long to die and left a mess behind. 

“See anything?” asked Reidak. 

“Darkness. Water. My life passing by,” Thok answered. 

“What’s that? Out there,” asked the black-armored Piraka. 

Thok sighed and took a step closer to the edge of the wall. At first, all he saw was trees and earth 
and ocean, here and there illuminated by a stray shaft of moonlight. Nothing out of the ordinary. A breeze 
was blowing through the trees, high waves were pounding the beach, and the ground was moving toward 
the fortress. 

That last one made Thok look a second time. Yes, the ground was moving... no, no, it wasn’t. It 
was something moving along the ground — a lot of somethings. They were shrouded in mist, but their 
harsh chittering sounds of anticipation gave their presence away. 

“Visorak!” 

Dark Hunters flooded to the walls to defend the fortress, but the scene quickly devolved into 
chaos. Visorak Oohnorak used their power of mimicry to shout out contradictory orders in the voices of 
Zaktan, Ancient, and even the Shadowed One. Vohtarak made berserker charges at the base of the walls, 
trying to punch holes in the stone. Boggarak scaled the walls, launching their spinners and turning 
defenders to dust. 

For their part, the Dark Hunters were mounting as strong a defense as they could. Reidak tore 
stones from the walls and hurled them down at the Suukorak. Thok silenced Oohnorak with his ice 
weapons, then tossed stones and shattered the frozen Visorak into thousands of pieces. Other Dark 
Hunters used spears, poles, and whatever else was handy to try and beat back the attackers. 

“Much more of this and we have a problem!” Thok shouted. 

“Why? Because they’ll take the fortress?” said Reidak. 

“No, they’ll cut off our escape route,” said the white-armored Piraka. “Maybe you want to die a 
glorious death defending this pile of rock, but | don’t. Let the rest of these losers go down as heroes in 
the annals of the Dark Hunters — l'Il take breathing over that, any time.” 

“What about Zaktan?” 

Thok smacked a Visorak as it edged over the wall, then grabbed the forelegs of another and hurled 
it into space. “What about him?” he answered. 


Zaktan could hear the sounds of battle from above, but he was not about to let yet another Brotherhood 
attack distract him from his goal. If there was something of value to be found in this place, he would find 
it. 

He had gone straight to the basement. It was the most likely access point for a hidden chamber, 
since all of the space on the upper floors was accounted for. Once down there, he performed the most 
thorough search possible by sending the microscopic protodites that made up his body into every crack 
and crevice. If they encountered a solid obstacle, he called them back. It was the ones who were able to 
pass through into some previously unknown room that would matter. 

Zaktan could hear the shouts and screams of his Dark Hunter companions. He ignored them. His 
search was painstaking work and could not be rushed. It took what seemed like an eternity to find a tiny 
crack in the floor that led to another chamber down below. He allowed his entire body to slip through 
the miniscule opening and then reform in the secret sub-basement of the fortress. 


176 


At first, he was disappointed. There were no weapons or boxes of treasure anywhere about. No 
Kanohi masks lined the walls. He would have even settled for a second Makoki stone, but there was 
nothing like that, either. Just a bare room with four stone walls covered in symbols, and not even symbols 
that made any sense. 

Still, he was in no hurry to leave. After all, going back up would just mean plunging into the middle 
of whatever fight was going on. So he contented himself with studying the walls and trying to get some 
clue to what the carvings meant. 

Some of the carvings were made very forcefully, others hesitantly, and a few were violently 
crossed out. To Zaktan, they looked like notes of an experiment or calculations of some kind, but overall, 
they were gibberish. Nothing but random symbols thrown up on the wall, not forming any recognizable 
words or even patterns from which a code (if that was what it was) could be broken. 

He took a step back and studied only the pictograms. He recognized the Great Hau mask 
traditionally used to symbolize the Great Spirit Mata Nui. Nearby was a carving of the Kraahkan, the mask 
worn by the Makuta of Metru Nui. Then there was a third symbol, one Zaktan did not recognize — it was 
a sharply angled crescent, the points facing upward. Intrigued, the Dark Hunter reached out and touched 
that symbol. 

As soon as his fingers touched the crescent-shaped carving, a hum filled the room. Then to 
Zaktan’s astonishment, the stones that made up the walls began to shift position. Slowly at first, then too 
rapidly for the eye to follow, they moved in and around each other, rearranging themselves to form — 
what? 

The whole process lasted mere seconds. By the time it was done, Zaktan had retreated to the 
very center of the chamber for fear the walls might next attack him. In the sudden stillness that followed 
the remarkable display, he looked around. 

It was incredible. By changing their locations on the walls, the stones had turned what was line 
upon line of nonsense into coherent text. Zaktan began to read, and what he read astounded him. 

The chamber was a chronicle written by the Brotherhood of Makuta. It related, in detail, the 
events leading up to the day the Great Spirit Mata Nui fell into an eternal sleep. Zaktan had always believed 
that this had been a sudden event, possibly the result of some strange power of the Makuta. He assumed 
that if the Brotherhood were to be defeated, Mata Nui would suddenly awaken. 

These carvings proved him wrong. It had not been the entire Brotherhood who had done this to 
Mata Nui, but only one of their members — the same one who had battled the Shadowed One, and the 
most experienced and powerful of all the Brotherhood. And the act that resulted in Mata Nui’s fall had 
actually taken place hundreds of years before sleep claimed him. 

It was all here — the plans for Makuta’s attempt to seize power in Metru Nui, prophecies about 
the Great Cataclysm, and a dire warning that the universe might end as a result of these events. There 
was a hastily scrawled warning about the possible coming of a Toa of Light. In one corner, there were 
newer carvings detailing just how long it would take for the Great Spirit to die of his injuries. At the 
bottom of these, a lone word was savagely inscribed in the stone: Ignition. 

But that was far from all. No, the worst of it was staggering in its implications, blinding in its 
audacity... and incredible in the sheer depth of evil it revealed. The Brotherhood had predicted that, if 
the attempt to seize Metru Nui failed and the Matoran escaped, the villagers would eventually link up with 
Toa. These Toa were to be defeated if possible, but if that proved too difficult, they were to be allowed 
to believe they had won their ultimate battle... even if that meant the death of a Brotherhood member. 

Once the Toa were sufficiently blinded by their seeming success, the true plan would unfold. 
When it was done, the Great Spirit would be allowed to reawaken... and a reign of darkness would begin 
that no Matoran ever dreamed of in his most horrifying nightmares. 

Zaktan sank to the floor, stunned. What the Brotherhood was planning made the Shadowed One’s 
schemes look like the idle fantasies of a harmless Rahi. If they were allowed to succeed, there would be 
no more Toa, no more Dark Hunters, just shadows and death. 
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His first impulse was to escape the fortress and bring all this information to someone who could 
act on it, even if only the Shadowed One. 

That impulse lasted all of three seconds. 

His second impulse made much more sense. Now that he knew all of this, somehow, someday, 
he would stumble on a way to be of use in this grand scheme. If he had to, he would make himself a part 
of it. And when that day came, the Brotherhood of Makuta would be in for a surprise. 

They think they know evil. They think they know treachery, Zaktan thought. Then a wicked grin crawled 
onto his face. Wait until they get to know me. 


By skill and luck, the Dark Hunters managed to hold off the attack of the Visorak that night. But they all 
knew it would not be the last such assault. Without reinforcements, the fortress would fall. Thok and 
Reidak carried through on their decision to desert. Before dawn on the morning after the battle, they 
slipped away, leaving the south wall unguarded. So effective was their method that none of the other Dark 
Hunters even knew they were gone until three dozen Rahkshi came over that wall and cut through the 
ranks of the defenders. Zaktan, too, had decided it was best to be elsewhere. But before he left, he trained 
his laser vision on the walls of the secret chamber. Regardless of who won the battle, he wanted no one 
else to see this information. Let Hakann and Vezok and the rest play their little games of cross and double 
cross for the puniest of stakes — he would be playing for a universe. 
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One Month Ago... 

“You had better be right about this, Hakann,” growled Avak, rowing through the waters of the 
silver sea. “Our lives depend on it.” 

“Then nothing of any great value is at stake,” said Zaktan. 

Hakann glared at the self-appointed leader of the expedition. It had been his idea to go but Zaktan 
who had arranged for transport and who had insisted that only the six of them — Hakann, Zaktan, Avak, 
Thok, Reidak, and Vezok — be informed about it. Leaving the Shadowed One’s island without authorization 
was punishable by death. All six had come to the conclusion that such a fate was preferable to continuing 
as slaves to the Dark Hunter leader. 

“It’s worth it,” said Hakann. “Trust me.” 

Avak smiled. Thok chuckled. Reidak burst out laughing, followed by Vezok. “Trust you?” said 
Reidak, having a hard time getting the words out. “That’s like a Visorak saying ‘pet me.” 

“Hakann, how are we supposed to trust you?” laughed Vezok “After all — we know you.” 

“Quiet!” snapped Zaktan. “If you cannot take this mission seriously, | will go on alone.” 

“No, you won't,” Avak shot back. “Who would you have to order around? Yourself?” Then, noting 
the way the mass of protodites that made up Zaktan’s body were in constant movement, he added, “Sorry. 
Yourselves?” 

Zaktan chose to ignore the insult. “Hakann, tell us again what you heard. Leave nothing out.” 

“| heard from someone who heard from someone that the Matoran are returning to Metru Nui,” 
Hakann answered. “They are led by a group of Toa and they are planning to reclaim the city.” 

“Ridiculous,” said Thok. “Everyone knows their Makuta drove them out of that city and won't let 
them return.” 

“| already told you,” Hakann replied, smiling. “Makuta is dead and buried under a ton of rubble.” 

“| don’t believe it,” Avak said, shaking his head. “Hundreds of Dark Hunters have tried to kill 
him... not to mention the Toa Hagah, rebellious Visorak, and probably members of his own Brotherhood. 
And you’re saying some handful of Toa managed to do it?” 

“Well, | did leave one thing out of the story. One of the Toa was a Toa of Light.” 

The other Dark Hunters lapsed into shocked silence. The idea of a Toa of Light had been dismissed 
for centuries as just another Matoran fable. The Brotherhood of Makuta had firmly stated that there was 
no such Toa and there never would be. These six, of course, knew differently — they had seen the Mask 
of Light and they knew its whereabouts had been a mystery for well over a thousand years. But the notion 
that it now belonged to a Toa was still an unpleasant surprise. Only Zaktan smiled inwardly, for this meant 
the prophecies from the fortress chamber were coming true. 

“That... changes things,” said Vezok. 

“A new player has been added to the game,” agreed Zaktan. “The Brotherhood will be panicked. 
This could mean the end of them... and an opportunity for us.” 
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“Us?” asked Thok. “You mean the Dark Hunters?” 

“No,” said Zaktan. “I mean us — the six of us — a new force in the universe. We will loot Makuta’s 
lair, and using his weapons and power, we will carve out an empire for ourselves.” 

“Were not Dark Hunters anymore,” Vezok added. “Were what Ancient called us seven thousand 
years ago — we're Piraka.” 

“Well, whatever we are — we're here,” said Avak. 

The other five looked to where Avak was pointing. Just above the waterline was a stone terrace. 
Beyond that was an ancient gateway, now clogged with stone. If Hakann’s information was correct, then 
past that gateway would be the remains of one of Makuta’s lairs. 

Avak lashed the boat to the terrace and looked around. “I don’t get it. If there were Toa here, 
then where are they now? How did they get back out when the gate is blocked with rubble?” 

“They have been on an island above,” Zaktan reminded him. “There must be other ways to reach 
there from here. They simply used one of them.” 

The six Piraka climbed on to the terrace and began to clear away the rubble from the gate. It was 
hard work. Zaktan wanted to investigate the lair by slipping through the cracks in the rubble, but the other 
Piraka argued against it. Every pair of hands was needed to clear the way. 


It soon became obvious that they were not just digging through random rock, but rather the shattered 
pieces of a huge stone door. “I don’t even want to know who lifted this and then let it drop,” said Avak. 

“Oh, this probably wasn’t that heavy,” scoffed Reidak. “Wouldn’t be to me, anyway.” 

Irritated, Thok walked over and dropped the piece of rubble he was carrying on Reidak’s head. 
The block of stone split in two even as Reidak let out a yell of pain. 

“Sorry,” said Thok, smiling. “I didn’t think it would be that heavy.” 

After a good hour of digging, Vezok said, “I found something!” The other Piraka crowded around 
and helped to clear away the rock. What they found stunned even such hardened, veteran Dark Hunters. 

It was a black suit of armor, large and powerful-looking despite being badly damaged. The 
chestplate was crushed, the arm and leg armor cracked in several places, and in some places it was little 
more than flattened metal. The only part that seemed to have escaped damage was the Kanohi mask fitted 
on the headpiece. It was the Kraahkan, the legendary Mask of Shadows worn by Makuta. 

“Do you think... do you think he’s still alive in there?” Avak whispered. 

“If he is, he soon won't be,” said Zaktan. Before anyone could stop him, he reached down and 
pulled off the Mask of Shadows. 

To his shock, there was nothing behind it but the hollow shell of the armored headpiece. He sent 
his protodites in through the cracks in the armor, searching for some sign of organic tissue. He found 
nothing. The armor was empty. 

“| don’t understand,” said Vezok. “Something had to make the armor move — muscle tissue — and 
he had to have lungs to let him breathe, and other organs. How can the armor be here, but none of that?” 

The six Piraka considered the problem, each coming up with a more ghoulish theory than the last. 
It was Thok who finally said, “Maybe it was never there. Maybe... maybe he was just armor and energy — 
no organics, not anymore.” 

Hakann wanted to say that idea was ridiculous and impossible, but deep down, he knew it was 
neither. Even after a millennium of warring with them, what did any Dark Hunter really know about the 
members of the Brotherhood of Makuta? They were ancient, they were powerful, but beyond that, they 
were a mystery. Who was to say they were beings like the Piraka, the Toa, or the Matoran? Maybe they 
had left the need for organic tissue far behind them. 

“Mask’s mine,” said Reidak, reaching for the Kraahkan. As soon as he touched it, the mask flared 
to life. A pulse of dark energy struck the Piraka, hurling him against the stone wall. 

“For a mask, it has excellent taste,” commented Thok. 


Reidak wasn’t about to give up. He grabbed the mask with both hands and held on even as it 
pummeled him with energy bursts. Finally, unable to withstand the pain any longer, he flung the mask off 
the terrace and into the sea. It disappeared beneath the waves. 

“If the rest of this expedition goes that well... it will have gone really badly,” said Thok. “I thought 
we were here to loot, not feed the fish of Metru Nui?” 

Reidak cursed and the rest of the Piraka went back to work, grumbling about a potentially valuable 
treasure being tossed aside. None of them noticed the wisps of green vapor that hovered near the ceiling 
or the smoky tendrils drifting down toward them. 

When the last of the rock was cleared away, they stepped into the lair itself. The place looked as 
if a storm had blown through it. Rahkshi cylinders were shattered and kraata were slithering all around. 
Chamber doors had been blasted open. Walls were scorched from both light and shadow energy bolts. 
Avak scouted down a corridor and reported that an entire wall at the other end had been breached, 
though there was no sign of what had done the job. 

“Think someone got here before us?” asked Reidak. 

“We will see,” Zaktan replied. He pointed to the pool of energized protodermis in the center of 
the chamber. “Be careful not to step in that. You'll never be able to scrape it off your feet... assuming you 
still have feet afterward.” 

The initial search of the lair proved frustrating. There were notes on various Rahi experiments, 
half-finished pieces of equipment, and a few things that defied characterization (worse, some of them were 
alive). It was Hakann who made the first potentially useful discovery in a back section of the armory. He 
emerged carrying a wicked-looking spear. 

“What do you think?” he asked Vezok. “The Brotherhood isn’t big on close combat, so this must 
do something else. How do you think it works?” 

“Try pointing it at someone else while you figure it out, okay?” 

“What’s the matter?” Hakann said, smiling. “Afraid l'Il get rid of you so there’s one less to share 
the loot with? Actually, come to think of it, that’s not a bad —” 

A bolt of energy shot from the point of the spear, striking Vezok. Startled, Hakann dropped the 
weapon. Vezok screamed. His body felt like it was being torn in two, reassembled, and then ripped apart 
again. He fell to the floor in agony. The other Piraka stood and watched, not sure what to do or whether 
they wanted to be bothered to help. 

In the time it takes a heartlight to flash once, it was over. Vezok lay on the ground, groaning. And 
beside him, another being was rising to its feet. He had not been there a second ago, but now he stood 
and looked down at Vezok with contempt. 

“Get up,” he said. “If | can, you can — after all, | am you and you are me, and won’t that be 
interesting? Of course, it would be easier if there were just one of us... maybe | should die? No, no, | have 
that wrong — maybe you should die.” 

Before anyone could stop him, the newcomer snatched up the spear. He was about to use it on 
Vezok when he stopped. “No, no, bad idea. That will just make another of him... of me... or else 
something worse.” 

Reidak slammed into the new arrival and pinned him against the wall. “What are you? Some new 
trick of Makuta’s? What happened to Vezok?” 

“This happened,” said the being calmly, hefting the spear. 

Thok approached and looked at the weapon. Carved into the side of the shaft were the words 
Spear of Fusion. 

“Hakann, you imbecile,’ he snapped. “You used it in reverse. Instead of fusing Vezok with 
something else, you split him into two beings! This thing is a vezon.” 

“A vezon?” repeated the newly created being. “Oh, yes, the Matoran word for ‘double.’ Yes, that 
does make sense. | will go by that name, then. Of course, first | will have to eliminate all of you so no one 
else knows | am only half a being. You don’t mind, do you?” 


Vezok’s eyes flared to life. Thok met them and saw immediately that his fellow Piraka had changed. 
Gone was the cold intelligence that had kept Vezok alive all these years, replaced by white-hot anger. 
Vezok roared and threw himself at Vezon, wrestling with him for the spear. When Reidak tried to 
intervene, Vezok lashed out and knocked the Piraka to the ground. 

Zaktan dissolved his body into a flying swarm of protodites. He flew in between the two 
combatants, blinding them and cutting off their air. Both backed off, choking, but Vezon still held on to the 
spear. 

Zaktan would later recall that this was the moment all had become clear to him. He didn’t know 
how or why, but suddenly he realized that they had come to this place for a reason. There was something 
they had to find, but it wasn’t here. It was elsewhere, on an island far to the south, and hidden in a place 
of fire. It was powerful, old beyond even the universe itself, and it was waiting for them. 

“The Mask of Life,” he said softly. A thrill went through him, for he knew this was the moment he 
had been waiting for. A doorway into the Brotherhood’s plan had suddenly opened and he was going to 
step inside. 

“The Mask of —” Thok began. Then he stopped, startled that Zaktan had evidently read his 
thoughts. 

“Think what we could do with that,” said Avak. “Think what it must be worth!” 

Hakann said nothing. He was calculating how many Piraka would be needed to retrieve such a 
mask, and how quickly he could eliminate them once it was in their possession. 

Even Vezok forgot his rage for a moment. The image of the mask filled his mind. It was no mere 
Kanohi. It was a key in the same way that the Makoki stone had been a key — but a key to all of existence. 

“Find it. We have to find it,” he muttered. 

“| agree,” said Vezon. 

All six turned to look at him. The fury was already returning to Vezok’s eyes. This time, Reidak 
succeeded in getting between them. “Let him help,” he said to Vezok in a harsh whisper. “And if he dies 
in the process... so what? No big loss. He shouldn’t be alive in the first place.” 

“No,” said Zaktan. “We have no room for a seventh, especially one with such a strange origin.” 

“You should talk,” said Reidak. “Vezok knows better than to betray his partners. I’m betting Vezon 
does, too. Now, do you want to spend who knows how long trying to get that spear away from him, or 
do you want to invite him along?” 

“He’s right, for once,” said Thok. “A battle might leave none of us in any shape to hunt for the 
mask.” 

Reluctantly, Zaktan agreed. It was urgent they find the Mask of Life. He knew that as surely as he 
knew his own name. There was no time for arguments. 

“We are done here,” he said. “We must head to the island home of the mask immediately.” 

“| know you're right,” said Avak. “But... isn’t there more we should take from here? The mask 
has been hidden for thousands of years... why do we have to rush?” 

No one had an answer for him. They just knew they had to make best speed to the island of Voya 
Nui. If any thought it strange that they now knew the name of an island none had ever heard of before, 
no one chose to say so aloud. 

“You know, there’s only one thing bothering me,” said Reidak, looking around. “All this stuff — a 
Makuta lair, of all places — and there’s no one and nothing here on guard. Doesn’t that seem kind of 
weird?” 

Reidak’s answer was an explosion that threw all seven Piraka against the far wall. When the smoke 
cleared, they could see that an entire section of the lair was gone, disintegrated with one blast. Something 
moved in the shadows... something huge. 

“Makuta?” said Hakann, already planning his escape route. 

“Don’t be stupid,” hissed Avak. “Makuta’s dead. At worst, it’s some Toa with more power than 
sense, and —” 
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The shape emerged from the shadows. It was massive. Eyes perched high in a red and yellow head 
regarded the Piraka with total disdain, as if they were insects infesting this being’s home. Its body was 
rectangular and blocky in shape, with two powerful arms and thick legs that ended in a solid band of 
armor. At both ends of the band were treads that rolled over the rubble with ease. 

“Mana Ko,” whispered Zaktan, stunned. 

“Huh?” said Reidak. 

“The Brotherhood uses crablike creatures called Manas as guardians,” Zaktan explained hurriedly. 
“| once saw them wipe out a dozen Dark Hunters in a matter of minutes. The Brotherhood always said 
they were just a sample — that the real power was the Mana Ko. This matches the description.” 

“Okay, so it’s a Rahi,” Reidak shrugged. “A really big Rahi... okay, a gigantic Rahi... that can blow 
away walls. Let’s just get in our boat and leave.” 

As if it understood what the Piraka was saying, the Mana Ko aimed a second blast at the stone 
terrace. It crumbled and fell into the sea, right on top of where the Piraka’s boat had been moored. 

“Then again, why leave when it’s just getting exciting?” said Reidak. 

“We will have to fight,” said Zaktan. “Wezon, you distract the monster, and we will — where’s 
Vezon?” 

The other Piraka looked around. Their newest “ally” had disappeared, taking the spear with him. 

“He got Vezok’s brains all right,” Avak muttered. “And Hakann’s courage, from the look of it.” 

“Split up,” Zaktan ordered. “Otherwise, one blast kills us all.” 

“Yes,” said Thok, already on the move. “By all means, let’s make it fire at least six times.” 

“Imprison that thing, Avak,” Zaktan ordered. 

Avak concentrated. A prison that appeared to be made of clear glass materialized around the 
Mana Ko. When the beast unleashed another blast, it reflected off the walls and ricocheted all over the 
inside of the cage. One such experience was enough for the monstrous Rahi, which responded with a 
keening wail. 

“Keep it caged until we are on our way out of here,” said Zaktan. “The rest of you, find us a way 
out of here — and find Vezon!” 

The Piraka had barely begun to grumble about who should be giving orders and who should be 
taking them when the wall behind them exploded inward. A flying piece of masonry slammed into Avak, 
knocking him flat. In an instant, the prison around the Mana Ko dissolved. 

Thok didn’t want to look and see the source of the second explosion. He really didn’t. He knew 
that, whatever it was, he wasn’t going to want to see it. In fact, it might well ruin what was turning out to 
be the last day of his life. 

He looked anyway. A second Mana Ko was coming from behind them. The Piraka were trapped 
between the two Rahi. 

I cannot believe this, thought Thok. Yesterday, | was a Dark Hunter — respected, hated, and feared. 
Today | am about to be destroyed by angry seafood. 

“How come there’s never a Toa around when you need one?” asked Reidak. 

“What, to save us?” asked Thok. 

“No, to die first,” Reidak replied. “We might as well get some fun out of this trip.” 

Both Mana Ko had stopped dead, as if waiting to see what the Piraka would do. Hakann stuck his 
head up over the rubble and waved his arm. One of the Mana Ko responded with a blast that blew a large 
hole in a side wall. 

“They react to movement,” he reported. “So all we have to do is stay still and do absolutely 
nothing. In other words, have a normal day for Thok.” 

“We have two choices — fight or run,” said Zaktan. 

“You forgot the third option — die horribly,” said Thok. 

“Movement, huh?” said Vezok. “Okay, on the count of three, we make for that hole they just blew 
in the wall. One... two...” 


The blue-armored Piraka suddenly grabbed Hakann and threw him out into the open. Both Mana 
Ko turned in Hakann’s direction. 

“Three!” shouted Vezok, leading the dash for the gap, followed closely by all of the others except 
Hakann. 

Both Mana Ko blasted at the crimson-armored Piraka at the same time. He ducked, dove, and 
rolled, trying to avoid being shattered into more pieces than Zaktan. Between explosions, he looked up 
to see the receding backs of his partners. He made a vow to get even with Vezok. He wasn’t so much 
angry at what Vezok had done as he was at himself for not thinking of it first. 

Something was sticking out of the rubble just ahead. He grabbed it and pulled it free, finding it was 
a broken piece of Makuta’s armor. Giving a yell, he hurled it behind him. When the two Mana Ko reacted 
by attacking the moving object, Hakann scrambled for the hole his partners had gone through. 

They hadn’t made it very far. The chamber the Piraka had found themselves in was a dead end. 

“Now what?” growled Reidak. “Can’t go forward, can’t go back.” 

Thok frowned. “Well, | think we should —” 

“Watch out!” 

All five turned to see Hakann running toward them, the Mana Ko right behind. 

“Idiot!” snapped Zaktan. “You were supposed to stay in there and keep them occupied.” 

“| did,” yelled Hakann. “And it was so much fun, | want you all to have a turn!” 

“This could be a good thing,” said Thok. “Everybody hit the ground! Now!” 

All six Piraka dove to the stone floor. The Mana Ko hurled lethal blasts of energy, blowing apart 
the back wall. 

“Now run!” shouted Thok. 

The pursuit that followed was a bizarre one, even for ex-Dark Hunters. As each corridor ended 
in a blank wall, the two Mana Ko would obligingly blast a new exit in their effort to destroy the Piraka. 
The path turned into a steep and narrow incline, forcing the Piraka to move faster. Bunched up as they 
were, one good blast would down them all. Then Zaktan noticed something extremely odd. The Mana Ko 
had stopped advancing. They were standing at the bottom of the incline, just watching. Victory was in 
their grasp, but it seemed like there was now some invisible barrier between them and the Piraka. 

“Why aren’t they attacking?” asked Hakann. “We're sitting Gukko here.” 

“| don’t know. | don’t care,” answered Zaktan. “That wall up ahead — we'll bring it down.” 

The two Piraka joined with Vezok to strike at the wall with their vision powers. It took far longer 
than they expected to cut a hole through it, but when they did, they found themselves in another world. 

Incredibly bright and hot sunlight poured down on them from an impossibly blue sky. A salty sea 
breeze set tropical trees to swaying, while brakas monkeys chased sea birds that flew too close to the 
branches. The air was alive with the sounds of Rahi and the crash of the distant surf against the rocks. 

It was truly disgusting. 

“Too bright!” griped Reidak, shading his eyes. “Who could live like this?” 

“Smell the air,” Thok said, his face clenching like a fist. “It’s... vile.” 

“ld rather be back with the Mana Ko,” Avak muttered. “What kind of pesthole is this?” 

Zaktan wasn’t listening. He was looking around, noting that the six Piraka were standing in what 
appeared to be a natural temple. A huge mountain towered over them. Carved into it was an image Zaktan 
recognized as being that of the legendary Mask of Light. 

He dissolved into a swarm of protodites and drifted up into the sky. From that vantage point, he 
could see distant villages, all of them empty. The beach was littered with pieces of wood and a few half- 
finished boats. There was not a Matoran or a Toa to be seen anywhere. 

Then the rumors were true, Zaktan said to himself. After the cataclysm, the Matoran of Metru Nui fled 
beyond the sky... and now they are returning to their home. 

He remembered the sudden reluctance of the Mana Ko to pursue. They must have had orders 
from Makuta, he reasoned. If they had come to this island, not a Matoran would have been left alive. 
Makuta wanted to rule them, not kill them, so he kept his monsters on a leash. 
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As he descended to bring this news to his partners, Zaktan’s eyes spotted something else. Six 
large canisters rested on their ends in a row near the base of the mountain. They had obviously been 
placed there for a reason. Their condition showed that someone had been tasked with taking care of 
them. 

It took only a short examination for him to determine that these were Toa transport canisters. 
He had no idea to whom they belonged, nor did it matter, as long as those Toa were nowhere around. 
With their boat destroyed by the Mana Ko, these would be a perfect solution to the problem of getting 
to Voya Nui. 

Then an idea struck Zaktan. There would almost certainly be Matoran where the Piraka were 
going. And what Matoran would not hail the arrival of Toa canisters, and the Toa they inevitably brought? 
Traveling in these would give an invader a free pass to almost any island. 

He smiled. Even if the Piraka could only fool the Matoran into thinking they were Toa for a brief 
time, those few hours or days might be all they would need to find the Mask of Life. 


Within the hour, the Piraka had succeeded in hauling the canisters down to the beach. Avak had managed 
to figure out how they worked and chart a rough course to Voya Nui, with Zaktan’s help. Neither wasted 
time wondering how they knew just where the island was located. There was, after all, a mask to find. 

“When we get there, remember — you are Toa,” Zaktan said. “Try to act like them... or at least 
not like your usual selves. The Matoran will welcome us as heroes, little suspecting our true natures.” 

“That’s right,” laughed Reidak. “Hey, look at me! I’m Toa Reidak! Where’s my mask? Where’s my 
tool? Where’s my swelled head and stuck-up attitude?” 

Zaktan frowned. “Perhaps, Reidak, it would be better if you stay in your canister and let the 
Matoran come to you. It might be more convincing.” 

One by one, the Piraka climbed into their canisters. Hakann helped Vezok into his and watched 
as the hatch was sealed. When he was sure no one was looking, he used two quick bursts of his heat 
vision to puncture a tiny hole in the canister and weld the hatch shut. 

lm not sure if you can swim, Vezok, old friend, Hakann thought. But I'll bet you can drown. 

The six canisters moved away from the beach. Each Piraka knew now that there was no turning 
back. They had abandoned their lives as Dark Hunters and would, now, be actively hunted down as traitors 
by their former comrades. They were embarking on a new adventure — a chance to steal a mask coveted 
for ages by powerful factions throughout the universe. If they succeeded in their mission, they would be 
at war with the world. If they failed, they would be dead. 

As their canisters rode the waves southward, none of the Piraka could picture a life better than 
this. 


Today... 

Zaktan’s reminiscences ceased. Amazingly, he had sifted through all these tales and memories in 
a matter of a few seconds. The staircase awaited, and at its end, everything he had ever wanted: ultimate 
power and the chance for revenge. 

He had no doubt Vezon had already passed this way. Thok and Reidak had discovered a canister 
on another part of the Voya Nui beach, one that had not belonged to the Piraka or the Toa Inika. Where 
Vezon got it, he had no idea, but the tracks leading away from it definitely belonged to their short-lived 
ally. 

Vezon found his way here — I am not sure how | know, but | know, Zaktan thought. But he did not get 
away with the Mask of Life. If he had... somehow I would know that, too. He is still down there... waiting for us. 

Zaktan slowed his pace, allowing Hakann to pass him. He would grant the crimson-armored Piraka 
the privilege of being the first to encounter whatever lethal guardians might block their passage. With any 
luck, Hakann would be ashes long before they ever reached the mask chamber. 

Seven thousand years, he said to himself. | have known these five, fought with and beside them, and 
faced horrors in their company for all that time. It has all led up to this one day and this final crime. Six Piraka 
descend the stairs... but only one will return. And that one will be me. 

Zaktan suddenly paused. For a moment... only a moment... he thought he heard laughter. It 
wasn’t coming from behind them or before them, but rather it was in his own mind. He heard it as clearly 
as he heard his own thoughts, which just made the experience that much more disturbing. 

For the laughter was not his own... 


Thok watched Hakann disappear into the darkness. He could guess why Zaktan had allowed him to go 
ahead. It was the same reason Thok was purposely walking slowly and lagging behind. He had no intention 
of turning his back on any of the other Piraka, let alone being first in line to get devoured by whatever 
lurked here. 

He could hear Hakann’s steady footsteps up ahead as he went down the stone stairs. There was 
something comforting in the noise. After all, if he was proceeding at a normal pace, he must not have 
encountered any obstacles or foes. 

Maybe Vezon took care of all of them for us, he thought, smiling. 

Such happy thoughts were driven out of his mind by a yell from Avak. He had almost tripped over 
the battered body of Hakann. The crimson-armored Piraka was huddled in a corner, trembling with fear. 
His armor was glowing with such intense heat that no one could even come near him, let alone touch 
him. The metal was literally melting before their eyes, but there was nothing to suggest a reason for it. 

Then Thok realized that he could still hear the measured footsteps up ahead, the ones he had 
originally thought were Hakann’s. They were moving at the same unhurried pace as before, one after the 
other in an unceasing pattern. The only problem was, they weren’t going down the stairs. 


They were coming up. 
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Thousands of years ago... 

Screams. The pained cries of Matoran around him suffering. Norik looked in every direction, but 
the darkness was impenetrable. Any attempts to conjure a fire to illuminate his destination were quickly 
extinguished. The shadows swirled around him, slowly increasing the pressure, crushing the wind from his 
lungs. The darkness came alive, a living entity, seeking only the death of this Toa. Suddenly the demonic 
presence disappeared, along with the trees, the rocks, the screams, and most importantly, the ground. 
Norik dropped into the abyss, a perpetual and eternal freefall, forever falling, falling, falling. ... 

Norik sat straight up, panting, and quickly lit a fire, revealing his surroundings. The trees and rocks 
were still there, and though the only sounds were the chirping of the night birds and the wind rustling 
through the leaves, the screams still lingered at the back of his mind. He took a deep breath. 

“VARIAN!” he yelled. An azure mask popped up next to him. 

“You called?” she asked innocently. Norik simply looked at her. 

“How many times have | told you NOT to do that?” he asked. It was less of a question, and more 
of a warning. 

She grinned. “If | didn’t have perfect auditory retention, I’d be insulted at the question. 288, not 
counting the time it was that Xian experiment.” 

Norik didn’t say anything, merely continued looking at her. 

“What, you expected me to go back further than a year? | can’t count that high.” 


They had been camped out on the shore of the northern continent for several days now, waiting for their 
contact. A few weeks prior, they had been approached by a group of Matoran, acting as emissaries of their 
Turaga. Three local Toa had disappeared in the night, though a fourth was left alone. The Turaga suspected 
foul play and sent some Matoran out to acquire reinforcements. Norik and Varian were hard-pressed to 
refuse the plea, and returned with the group to their island. They had been instructed to wait a few hours 
outside of the village, in case whoever, or whatever, had taken the Toa was still watching. Neither of them 
argued; they had seen too many comrades fall to ambushes. An informant was supposed to return to them 
within a day or two and apprise them of the situation; it had been three, and although he didn’t show it, 
Norik was starting to get worried. 

It was Norik’s turn to keep watch. He spared a glance at his sleeping companion, who was dead 
to the world. The sight made him grin. She was so full of energy during the day, it was amazing she could 
sleep as well as she did. Unlike her, Norik had no desire to interrupt her sleep. Not that he begrudged 
her for it; that’s simply the way she was. They had been partners for centuries now, and he had grown 
used to her teasing. 

The two had been strangers to each other; different homelands, different teams, different lives. 
Their groups had come together to deal with a Protocairns invasion, and their knack for teamwork in 
dealing with the strange beasts (and the resulting Parakrekks infestation) eventually led the teams to stay 


together. Over the years, their numbers had dwindled, but they remained together, and sent members 
out on various missions. Norik and Varian, good friends by this time, often paired up, and set off to help 
where they could. 

“Calm one, isn’t she?” a grey-colored Toa said. Norik abruptly stood up, and summoned a fireball 
to his hand. 

“Woah, easy friend!” the Toa said. “Didn’t mean to sneak up on you like that. Force of habit, my 
apologies; my element is Sonics.” 

Norik lowered his hand, but kept the fireball. “You’re our contact?” 

The Toa nodded. “I’m the last Toa. My Turaga wanted to come himself, but | insisted on going in 
his stead. You know what happened?” 

“Just the basics,” Norik replied. “Your three teammates were abducted in the night, but you were 
left alone. Any idea why?” 

“Plenty,” the Toa said bitterly. “Each more insane than the last, but all of our usual leads came up 
empty.” 

Norik sighed. “If you can’t tell me anything more than that, there’s not much we can do.” 

The Toa of Sonics nodded. “I figured as much, though | still had to try. lII lead you guys to the 
village.” 

“Thank you,” Norik said. “By the way, we were never introduced; my name is--” The Toa held up 
his hand for Norik to stop. 

“No names. It'll be easier that way. Just call me “Grey.” 

“| guess that makes me ‘Red,’ then,” Norik said. 

Varian, who had woken up, laughed. “Then | get to be ‘Gold. 
She shook her head. 

“No, Norik, | won’t back down on this one. You owe me this. I’m not going to be ‘Blue.” 

‘Grey’ chuckled. “‘Gold’ is fine with me. We should get moving — the less time we waste, the 
better.” 

They stood up, and started toward the village. 

“| was wondering, though,” ‘Grey’ said. “Why is it that you guys don’t carry weapons? Are you 
that good?” 

A look of surprise briefly flashed across Norik’s face, replaced by one of understanding. He looked 
at Varian, and nodded slightly. Varian exhaled deeply; wicked looking blades suddenly sprouted from her 
elbows, and a massive spear appeared on Norik’s back. Both carried shields that seemed to radiate light, 
despite the oppressive darkness. 

“Now THAT,” ‘Grey’ said, “is a nice trick.” 
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Norik gave her a sideways glance. 


The three Toa entered the village the next morning. 

“It’s awfully quiet,” Varian said, oblivious to her own loud voice. “Where are the villagers?” 

“It’s pretty early,” Grey said, although he looked somewhat unsettled. “They’re probably indoors. 
I'll take you guys to our quarters... that was the last place they were seen.” 

The group entered the dwelling, and Varian suddenly charged ahead, stopping in the dead center 
of the room. Closing her eyes and raising her arms, she drew deep, steady breaths. 

“What is she doing?” Grey whispered, afraid to interrupt. Norik, who had seen her do this time 
and again, spared no such effort. 

“Mentally scanning the room and surrounding area,” he said. “You’d be surprised at how helpful 
a simple probe can be. It can reveal illusions, sense hidden beings nearby... sometimes the smallest detail 
matters.” 

Varian’s eyes snapped open. 

“Look out!” she screamed. 

The building exploded. 


The crimson-armored Dark Hunter known as Lurker laughed maliciously. Hefting a massive plasma 
cannon, he turned to his companion, the colossus Gatherer. 

“You see, Gatherer? The Xians are not without their uses.” 

Gatherer gestured to the blaster Lurker held. “I thought you abstained from fancy weaponry.” 

“Ordinarily, yes,” Lurker said, tossing the tool to Gatherer. “I much prefer to feel my kills. Long 
range weaponry is so impersonal. The devastation this causes, though... nothing short of magnificent.” 

“The female is still inside,” noted Gatherer, ignoring Lurker’s philosophical discourse on 
assassination. 

“What a shame,” Lurker sighed. “There goes the hunt.” 


Norik’s eyes fluttered open. He sat up, but promptly fell back, his muscles screaming in protest. Sitting up 
again, slower this time, he looked around. There was a large fire directly in front of him, blazing intensely 
despite the cool air. It was a comforting sight — fire was his element, after all. That is, until he remembered 
what caused it. 

“Varian!” he yelled, racing towards the house. He threw the flames aside with his power, bursting 
in to the abode. The inside was in shambles, but, thankfully, fire free. Sifting aside debris and wreckage, he 
came across the prone figure of his teammate and heaved her up onto his shoulder, carrying her out of 
the room. Once they were outside, he lowered her gently onto the ground. She was still breathing, but 
her eyes were shut and she could not be roused. 

Norik stood by her side for hours, refusing to leave; it was clear something had happened to the 
villagers, and he could not chance heading to their boat with the potential for an ambush on the way. He 
was contemplating breaking in to one of the homes in the hope of finding something that could help them 
when she woke up. 

“Easy,” Norik said gently, “easy.” 

“Norik,” she spluttered. She was taking short, shallow breaths, and trembling all over. 

“Calm down,” Norik said, “you’re safe now. What happened?” 

“|... he...” she mumbled, faltering at every syllable. She couldn’t string more than two words 
together. Norik was at a loss, and could only watch as she struggled to speak. Finding her voice at last, 
she began to tell her tale: 

Her mental probe had picked up two nearby beings. Cursory examination revealed them to be 
Dark Hunters, armed with a weapon capable of blowing them all to oblivion. By the time she had shouted 
her warning, it was already too late. Augmenting her reflexes with her Kanohi Calix, she had grabbed 
Norik and hefted him bodily from the room. She was too late to reach their Toa guide, however, and the 
building was struck by their attack. Despite the blast, she had remained conscious, and was attempting to 
look for the Toa of Sonics when the Dark Hunters arrived. The taller one, the red-armored one, 
approached her, but before he could get to her, a voice rang out from behind them, commanding them 
to stop. The voice belonged to the battered, but alive, Toa of Sonics. He launched himself at the Hunters, 
flailing with his weapon. Lurker launched a vicious counterattack, slashing and hacking with his blade. 
Varian herself began preparing an elemental attack, summoning mental energy slowly, ready to unleash a 
devastating assault. It seemed just in time; ‘Grey’ was clearly outclassed by the vicious Lurker, who 
eventually pinned him with his claws. Lurker raised his blade, poised to deliver a killing blow, and Varian 
attempted to act. In the fraction of a second before she unleashed her Psionic assault, the other Dark 
Hunter prepared and fired a Rhotuka, straight at Varian. 

There, her tale ended. Once struck, she described things that only one touched by madness could 
comprehend; violent explosions of color, and a kaleidoscopic fade into nothing. Norik recognized the 
Hunter from her description; a former Matoran named Gatherer, captured and turned into a Dark Hunter. 
From intelligence gathered, Norik knew that he possessed a Rhotuka with the ability to scramble minds, 
something not only a potent weapon, but sheer agony for one whose mind was her greatest weapon. 

“Please Norik,” Varian said. “We have to save him. He could still be alive! We can’t leave him to 
die.” 


Against all odds, against his own intuition, Norik knew she was right. If there was even a chance 
‘Grey’ was alive, they could not afford to abandon him to the enemy. They were down a few hours, but 
they had come ina good boat; if they got out to sea, they might be able to catch up to them. 

“All right,” Norik said. “Let’s go.” 

Varian nodded eagerly, leaping up, only to collapse. Norik rushed to help her, but she quickly 
waved him off. 

“Pm okay, Norik. I’m just... tired.” 

Despite her assurances, Norik was still worried. 

“Im going to search through the homes to see if | can find something for us to use. Will you be 
okay on your own?” 

Varian nodded. She looked better, though still a little unfocused; the experience had rattled her. 
Norik headed slowly towards a hut, never taking his eyes off her. 

As soon as he was gone, she sat down, cradling her head in her hands. What she had told Norik 
was the truth — mostly. It definitely wasn’t a physical pain, it was just an overwhelming fatigue. In a way, it 
was worse than any wound of the body, and she had experienced her fair share of those. She sighed. It 
was difficult being a Toa. She wasn’t one to disparage her duty, let alone her destiny, but the constant 
battles were taking a toll. She had initially been involved with stealth and reconnaissance, as her abilities 
were perfectly suited for sensory work. What wasn’t suited for the task was her personality. She enjoyed 
freedom, and more than that, she enjoyed action. Not content with being the support, she had requested 
to be assigned the more combat-oriented missions. Their leader, a grizzled Toa of Gravity, had initially 
refused the request, but after much negotiation, allowed her to try. Rumor had it that she had used her 
powers to make him “see” her point of view, but neither of them could afford to admit it. She adored the 
action, but in retrospect, she had bitten off more than she could chew; strong as she was, she wasn’t 
nearly as battle able as Norik, and every mission made her more tired than ever. For years, she had made 
a pact with herself to disclose these feelings to Norik, but the years came and went, and still she ended 
up on the front lines. 

Her musings were interrupted by Norik, who was carrying a gleaming object underneath his arms. 

“It’s not exactly a remedy for your pain,” Norik said, “but | think it’ll come in handy down the 
line.” 

“You always did know how to make me feel better, Norik.” Varian grinned. “What about the 
Matoran?” 

Norik shook his head. “Gone. | don’t know what happened to them... but | think we’re better off 
not knowing. Come on. We have a Toa to rescue.” 


As it turned out, they didn’t need to hurry. The Dark Hunters were just preparing to set sail when the 
two Toa arrived at the shore. Norik didn’t bother with tactics. The time was long past for subtlety. He 
announced their presence with a wave of fire, following it up with a barrage of fireballs. Gatherer leapt 
forth and took the brunt of the assault, shielded by his thick armor. Lurker made no such move, merely 
watching the spectacle with an amused look. Even if he had been paying attention, he would not have 
noticed Varian, shielded by her elemental powers, sneak aboard the ship. 

Looking around, she opted against a manual search. Norik couldn’t hold off two Dark Hunters 
forever. This left dropping her shield and scanning the area with her mind, in the hopes of locating the 
Toa of Sonics. No sooner had she done so than she felt the cold metal of Lurker’s blade against her neck. 

“| thought a reckless charge was a little too good to be true,” the Dark Hunter said. “But | didn’t 
know where you were until you were stupid enough to reveal yourself.” 

Varian didn’t rise to the bait, instead focusing her energies into telekinetically moving the blade 
away from her neck. Once she had put enough distance between the two, she ducked and lunged 
backwards, thrusting with her elbow blades. Lurker shifted to the side, but was caught in the torso, tearing 
at his armor. Enraged, he grabbed her with his claws and threw her against a wall, and stabbed with his 
blade. 


Their fight spilled out onto the deck. Gatherer and Norik were still duking it out on the beach. 
Gatherer had the power advantage, but he was having trouble maneuvering when hit by Norik’s Slowness 
Rhotuka. Lurker landed two well-placed blows on Varian and hefted her overboard, into the sea. Norik’s 
attention momentarily diverted, Gatherer took advantage and shot Norik squarely in the chest with his 
blaster. By the time he recovered, the boat was several kio out, and Varian was trudging out of the water, 
looking thoroughly displeased. 

“| wanted a swim, but this wasn’t exactly what | had in mind,” she spluttered. “What now?” 

“Now,” Norik said, “Is when the action starts. Get the boat.” 

They caught up to the Dark Hunters quicker than expected. Their boat was big, and heavily armed, 
but it was slow. Norik’s boat, by comparison, was small, and speedy. They trailed their enemies for a short 
while, but a Kanoka blast told them that they couldn’t keep that up much longer. 

Norik glanced at Varian. What she was about to do was bold, risky, and potentially suicidal — 
worse, it was entirely dependent on her. They didn’t have many other options, and this was the one with 
the biggest chance of success. It was do or die; time to make their move. 

Reaching out with her hand and her mind, Varian enveloped the Dark Hunter vessel in telekinetic 
energy. Massive as it was, the very inertia of the boat kept it going, overcoming her powers without 
breaking stride. They had anticipated this. Varian’s powers were already diminished, and this was a 
challenging task for anyone. Thankfully, they had a countermeasure. Norik withdrew the object he found 
back in the village: an ornate mask, with an hourglass figure around the mouthpiece and ridged cheeks. 

The Kanohi of Elemental Energy. 

He tossed it to Varian. Immediately after donning it she felt a rush of pure energy flowing through 
her body, revitalizing her powers. It wasn’t enough to eliminate her exhaustion, but acted as a stimulant, 
giving her a much needed boost. Reaching out again, with both hands, she thrust her elemental energy at 
the boat. The boat tilted and rocked, but ultimately slowed down, and eventually stopped. 

In the distance, Varian spotted the figures of Lurker and Gatherer emerging onto the deck, to find 
out why their boat had stopped. She grinned. Perfect. With a running start, she leapt off the prow of 
Norik’s boat, using her Calix to time the jump right and gain the necessary distance. Lurker stepped 
forward to meet the challenge. A mistake, as he was about to find out. 

Midair, Varian pulled out her shield, and focused her power into it. A spinning wheel of energy 
formed at its center, imbued with a Sleep power. Varian let the Rhotuka fly; the wheel flew at a deadly 
velocity, striking Lurker dead on. He was unconscious before he hit the deck. 

Varian landed perfectly and rolled forward, minimizing the impact damage. Standing up, she was 
immediately confronted by Gatherer, who brought down his blade. Varian caught the blade on her shield, 
but Gatherer had a powerful arm behind him, and forced her to one knee. With all her might, she deflected 
the blade to one side and darted forward, throwing out her elbow to catch Gatherer’s side. His armor 
proved too thick, however, and the blade bounced off. Further strikes proved useless as well. Warily, 
Varian circled Gatherer, reluctant to use her mental powers while he still held on to his Rhotuka launcher. 

Down below, Norik anxiously maneuvered his skiff around the Dark Hunter vessel. Sinking the 
boat was out of the question (tempting though it was), and it was too risky to try and get up there himself. 
Abandon the skiff, however, and he abandoned any hope they had of escaping. It was a no-win situation, 
and was completely reliant on Varian to succeed, which is how she liked it. There was no arguing with her 
once she had put her foot down (which she often did, in the most literal fashion). All he could do was 
wait and hope, two of his poorest skills. 

Back on deck, Varian was preparing another Rhotuka. Norik had told her that Gatherer was an 
insomniac, never sleeping, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t. 

She never got the chance to test her theory, as she was brutally struck on the side of the head. 
As she fell, she caught Lurker, recovered from his “nap,” out of the side of her eye. In her last moment of 
consciousness she sent a telepathic plea, a final, desperate gambit, and hit the deck. Lurker picked up the 
sleeping Toa, and headed inside to get the ship moving again. 


Gatherer followed suit, but a sudden increase in the temperature caused him to look back. There 
was Norik, flames swirling about him, spear and shield at the ready. Norik jabbed his spear forward and 
shot a concentrated burst of magma. With surprising speed, Gatherer darted underneath the shot, and 
propelled himself upward. Unleashing his vast array of weaponry, Gatherer fired an arsenal at Norik, 
blasting him with his Rhotuka, energy cannon, and several Kanoka disks. Norik was overwhelmed by the 
assault, and he was caught by Gatherer, who dragged him inside. 


Varian opened her eyes; at least, she thought she did. It was hard to tell in pitch darkness. She groped 
around, trying to gain a feel for her surroundings. All she felt was the cold, hard stone of what was 
obviously a prison cell. A stone panel slid open, blinding her with a sudden beam of light. Standing in the 
new doorway was a massive, golden armored Dark Hunter she knew to be called “Ancient”. 

“Ah,” the veteran Dark Hunter said. “You’re awake. Saves me the trouble. Your presence is 
requested in the Shadowed One’s chamber.” 

“Requested?” Varian queried. “What if | refuse?” 

Ancient shrugged noncommittally. “Then you die.” 

“Pl come.” 

“Wise choice.” 

Ancient led Varian to a large chamber. A throne sat at the focal point of the room. Seated in the 
throne was the Shadowed One, exuding an air of confidence and power that a lesser being could never 
possess. Behind him lurked Darkness, and to his right sat his Recorder, poised to fulfill his one and only 
goal in life. Ancient departed the room, only to return, carrying the limp bodies of a Toa of Fire and a Toa 
of Sonics. 

“Now, Toa,” the Shadowed One said, snapping Varian’s attention back to him. “I find myself in a 
dilemma. You see, | ordered two Toa, and yet here | am... with three. A problem by most standards, but 
| have crafted a clever solution. | shall allow you to choose for me.” 

For a minute, Varian could not comprehend his words. Slowly, the truth of the simple, evil action 
dawned on her. 

“No,” she said decisively. “I won't do it.” 

The Shadowed One laughed. “Bravado in the face of danger is admirable. However, three is still 
a surplus.” He brought his blade down just above Norik’s neck. “Either you choose one to live... or | 
choose one to die.” 

She broke. Norik was her best friend, and she could not be responsible for his death. 

“Him,” she said. “Norik. | choose him.” 

“Predictable,” the Shadowed One said disdainfully. “Very well. He will be returned to the 
Northern Continent, alive.” 

As Ancient carried the Toa of Fire out of the room, Varian extended her powers to him, blessing 
Norik with pleasant thoughts and dreams; it was all she could do for a lifetime of friendship. 

When he was gone, Varian turned to the Shadowed One. 

“And what of us? What plans do you have for us?” 

“You,” the Shadowed One emphasized, “Will spend an eternity here, in stasis. You will not be 
able to see, hear, or feel anything.” 

“Wh-why?!” Varian exclaimed. “What purpose does that serve?” 

“Purpose?” the Shadowed One said mockingly. “Do not flatter yourself Toa. You have no higher 
calling. You will be put on display here, like these Kanohi. | do admit, it was difficult choosing an element, 
but | settled on Psionics. Your kind has a certain... charm about you.” 

Mind reeling, Varian grasped onto the last piece of information she still didn’t understand. 

“What about the Sonics Toa? |... | never even found out his name. What do you have planned for 
him?” 

“His name is Triglax,” the Shadowed One said, “And he will continue to serve under my employ 
as he has for centuries.” 


Confused, Varian turned to the Toa, only to find him up and reclining against the wall. Before her 
horrified eyes, he began to shift and morph, eventually settling on a completely different form. 

The Shadowed One leaned over to her. 

“Thankfully for you, in stasis... you also won't be able to think.” 

Varian’s screams were the last sound she ever made. 
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100,000 years ago... 

Two cloaked figures walked silently through a vast underground chamber. They had traveled far 
to reach this spot, starting from a place whose forges burned hotter than the stars themselves. They had 
traversed the domains of Artakha and Karzahni, crossed vast wastelands that would someday teem with 
life, until finally they reached their intended destination. All along the way they were watchful, for the path 
was dangerous and the cargo they carried priceless. 

Their journey had brought them to the center of a large continent. All around them, the 
biomechanical beings they had named Matoran were hard at work at an assortment of tasks. They took 
no notice of the newcomers, for that is how the two travelers wished it. 

“Is this wise?” one asked the other. 

“Wise, and something even rarer than that,” came the answer. “It is practical.” 

The smaller of the two figures raised his weapon and blasted a hole in the ground. Again, the 
Matoran took no notice. He fired again, creating the beginnings of a tunnel in the earth. As he did so, his 
partner stood to the side, holding the golden shell in which their treasure resided. 

The work of blasting and tunneling went on for some hours, with hours more spent carving a 
great staircase that traveled the length of the tunnel. At the bottom of the stairs, the grim figure increased 
the power of his weapon and blasted a huge chamber into existence. 

“Is this far enough down?” he asked. 

The second figure nodded. “We want it to take them time to reach the bottom, but not all of 
their days.” 

Both figures shed their cloaks. The new chamber was ringed by canals of molten lava and the heat 
was stifling. The golden shell was placed on the ground, gently, as the two set to work building a pedestal 
for it out of a piece of stone. When they were done, the taller figure opened the shell slowly and hesitantly 
as if its contents might explode. 

“Be careful!” said the other. “You remember what happened the last time someone touched it.” 

“| do indeed. It was a useful lesson in the need to respect objects of power. Now keep quiet a 
moment, or we will get a second lesson courtesy of our creation.” 

Unlimbering special tools, the figure pried apart the shell to reveal a Kanohi mask inside. On the 
surface, it seemed not so very much different from dozens of other Masks of Power. But where other 
masks might be useful tools or powerful weapons, this one had the power to give life to a universe... or 
to obliterate it. 

Steeling himself for what was to come next, he grasped the mask with the ends of the two tools. 
Energy flowed up the shafts and into the figure, sending intense pain through his form. But he did not 
scream. He would not, he decided, give something he had made the satisfaction of knowing it had hurt 
him. 


Ignoring the agony, he used the tools to lift the mask into the air and deposit it on the pedestal. 
Then he quickly withdrew his hold of the object. The mask rested in its appointed place now, where it 
was destined to remain until needed. 

“It’s not enough,” said the smaller figure. “We can bury it deep, even provide Umbra as a 
protector for it. But can we be sure it is safe here?” 

“We will do what we must,” his partner replied. “Mata Nui will one day face challenges we cannot 
even imagine, in places we can only dream of. If one of those challenges proves to be too great even for 
his power, this Mask of Life may be all that can save him.” 

“All the more reason to guard —” 

“The mask will make its own guardians, as it needs them. You know that. Be assured, the Mask of 
Life will never leave this chamber until the destined time.” 

“Then it’s time for us to leave,” said the smaller figure, putting his weapon away. “I prefer not to 
be so close to it.” 

“Afraid of something you made yourself?” 

“Tve seen what the mask can do... how far it will go to protect itself. | am still not convinced that 
we can prevent anyone from taking it before its time — but | pity anyone who tries.” 

With a final look at the Mask of Life, the two figures departed the chamber and started the long 
climb back to the surface. This would be their last visit to the continent, and though their passage went 
unnoticed, they and their kind were not unknown. In centuries to come, Matoran would speak in wonder 
of the Great Beings who brought Mata Nui into existence and charged him to watch over the universe. 

And the Mask of Life? It would be taken from its chamber only once in 100 millennia. When it was 
seen what the mask could do, it was swiftly returned with a mixture of gratitude and horror. There it 
remained, until one demented, doomed being dared to attempt its theft — and paid for it. Now mask and 
mad being lurk down below, waiting for the day someone else will attempt to summon the energies of 
the Mask of Life. 

Waiting until now... 


CHARACTER GUIDE 


Guardians of the Mask of Life 


Vezon and Fenrakk 
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The crimson-armored Piraka named Hakann was trying to think. When in a dangerous situation, 
he knew, it was important to clearly and logically consider events and plan your next steps. And it would 
have been much easier to do if someone weren’t screaming. 

It took a few moments for Hakann to realize the screams were coming from his own mouth. 

Stop it! Hakann yelled at himself. Stop behaving like some pathetic Matoran, and act like the murderous, 
treacherous Piraka that you are! 

What had happened? How had he gone from being in control to being a total, horror-stricken 
wreck, sitting on a staircase with his armor melting off him? 

He made a mental leap to grab a shred of reality still floating around in his brain. Yes, now he 
remembered. The six Piraka had discovered the hidden entrance to a huge stone stairway. The stairs, they 
had been told, led down to a Chamber of Life where the powerful Kanohi Ignika was hidden. The Ignika, 
or Mask of Life, was the prize they had come to Voya Nui to find and steal. 

There were complications, of course. After demolishing a team of Toa Nuva, the Piraka had 
encountered a second team of Toa on the island. These Toa Inika wielded lightning along with their other 
powers and actually proved to be a challenge. But the Piraka had still managed to get a head start down 
the staircase. 

Hakann was in the lead. He knew it was potentially fatal to turn his back on his partners. But the 
one who made it to the chamber first would get his claws on the mask first. He decided that was worth 
the risk. 

He had made his way down a few dozen stairs, navigating by the glow of lightstones embedded in 
the walls, when he came to a fork in the staircase. The left passage was blocked with stone, but the right 
was open, so he went right. Suddenly, something flew at him from out of the darkness, too fast for him to 
dodge. As it struck him, he realized it looked like a zamor sphere. Had one of the other Piraka somehow 
gotten ahead of him to stage an ambush? 

No, that wasn’t it, he realized. Zamor spheres didn’t make you feel like this. Hakann felt like the 
world was rushing by him and he was standing still. He felt dizzy and sick and warm... then searingly hot... 
as if the flame power he commanded had been unleashed inside him. He staggered backward, already 
seeing his armor starting to soften and run like rock in a lava pool. The pain was agonizing. Some little 
voice in his head was saying that this made no sense, because his organic tissue wasn’t near enough to his 
armor to be affected. The rest of him was too busy yelling in shock and pain. 

Now something was lumbering up the stairs toward him. It was impossibly big and broad and the 
light glinted off its golden head and spine. 

Golden spine...? That would mean... no, that’s just a myth! 

But it was no fable approaching, teeth bared in a savage smile, claws ready to rip and tear. It was 
the nightmare of every member of Hakann’s species — a legendary denizen of the darkness who lived to 


destroy. It was a creature of myth that had never existed... but it lived here and now, and Hakann couldn’t 
help but scream its name. 

“Irnakk!” 

The Piraka turned and fled then, melted armor dripping on the stairs as he ran. He stumbled 
before he reached the top of the stairs. He could hear Irnakk coming up behind him. Desperate, Hakann 
tried to huddle in a corner. Maybe it won’t see me, he reasoned, as he shut his eyes tight. Maybe... maybe 
it will be content just to kill the others. 

And the sound of footsteps came closer, and closer, and closer... 


“What happened to him?” asked Thok, looking down at the terrified Hakann. “Is this some trick?” 

“Hakann!” Zaktan snapped. “Stop screaming and tell us what happened!” 

Reidak tapped Zaktan on the shoulder and pointed down the stairs. “I think that happened.” 

The monstrous being called Irnakk appeared. Its laugh tore at the Piraka’s sanity. 

“No...” breathed Avak. 

“Impossible,” said Zaktan. 

Irnakk bellowed. The sound stabbed at the Piraka’s minds like a sword of fire. If they didn’t believe 
in it before, they had to accept the reality of this monster now. 

“How can this be?” asked Thok, preparing for combat even as raw fear clutched at his heart. 
“Everyone knows there’s no such thing as Irnakk!” 

“Tell it that,” snarled Avak. “Maybe you can get it to agree it doesn’t exist.” 

The brown-armored Piraka reached out with his power to create a prison around the advancing 
Irnakk. Before it could take shape, one of the multiple zamor spheres mounted on Irnakk’s shoulders took 
flight. It struck Avak dead center. Just that quickly, Avak found he could not move or speak. He was 
trapped, and his own body was his prison cell. 

“No such thing, says you?” Irnakk growled in a voice like bones cracking. “As real as pain and 
death, says I.” 

Thok thought fast. What happened in the myths? How was Irnakk defeated? Then he realized that 
all the tales told by his species ended the same way — Irnakk slaughters everyone in sight and leaves only 
when there is no one left to demolish. 

All right, if | can’t stop him, Ill slow him down, the white-armored Piraka decided. He used his power 
on the tunnel walls, aiming to bring them to life and crush Irnakk between them. 

Another zamor sphere fired from Irnakk’s body. When it struck, Thok could feel his power being 
blocked and reversed. The next moment, his own armor came to life and began to squeeze. He felt the 
breath being forced out of his lungs. Thok gasped, but couldn’t get any air. He was being crushed by his 
own power and couldn’t stop it. 

“Back to the surface!” Zaktan yelled. “Let it have these three!” 

Reidak and Vezok were already on the run, deserting their leader and their partners. Two more 
zamor spheres caught them in the back. Instantly, they turned and started battling each other. Vezok 
pummeled Reidak with a rock until the black-armored Piraka went down. But Reidak’s power to adapt 
would not let him stay defeated for long. He was back on his feet, slamming Vezok into the walls repeatedly 
until his enemy fell. Reidak smiled. 

Then the smile disappeared. Battered and twisted, Vezok rose again. He had absorbed Reidak’s 
power to adapt after defeats and to fight anew. Reidak charged back into battle, already knowing this fight 
could never end. 

Zaktan stopped in mid-flight. He could transform himself into a swarm of protodites and slip past 
the battling Vezok and Reidak, but now he knew there was no point. There would be no escape from 
Irnakk... not this way. 

The leader of the Piraka turned to face the only thing he feared. Irnakk towered over him, eyes 
gleaming with satisfaction. “What are you?” asked Zaktan. “How did you escape from the world of legend 
to this desolate place?” 


Irnakk’s answer was a burst of crimson light from his eyes that enveloped Zaktan. The power 
cascaded over the Piraka’s form, transforming him from physical matter to a being of pure thought. He no 
longer had any substance, but was just a fleeting wisp, like a half-remembered idea. An instant later, he felt 
a sensation of movement and he was suddenly somewhere else. 

Picture the most complicated maze in existence, where slimy walls throbbed with life. Imagine a 
place that thundered with the sounds of madness, so loud the noise threatened to shatter the skull. Try 
to conceive of a place where the “air” was so heavy and thick that taking a step felt like walking 
underwater. Add all of this together and an image might form that was one-tenth of what Zaktan 
experienced in his new home. 

lm in Irnakk’s mind, the Piraka realized with horror. It turned me into a thought and... drew me into 
its mind. 

An explosion rocked the walls, sending Zaktan flying. He felt like his head would burst from the 
sound. His lungs burned. At first, he thought perhaps someone had attacked Irnakk. Then the truth came 
to him — the convulsion in Irnakk’s mind had not been the result of an impact. That had been Irnakk 
conceiving an idea. 

“Welcome, Zaktan.” Irnakk’s voice boomed throughout the caverns and tunnels of its brain. “Be 
grateful you are... on my mind, for now. If | should decide to think of something else... you won’t even 
exist as a thought.” 

“What do you want?” Zaktan whispered — or screamed. He could no longer tell the difference. 
“What are you?” 

A second explosion, more violent than the first, battered the Piraka. That was not an idea being 
born, that was a memory. Zaktan could feel new knowledge flooding his being. This portion of the stairway 
leading to the Mask of Life fed off of a traveler’s fears. Whatever filled them with the most horror would 
come to life, and true life, not mere illusion. For the Piraka, that was Irnakk. 

The answer seemed easy. Stop being afraid of Irnakk and it would disappear. And I will do that, 
Zaktan thought, right after | stop breathing. 


The six Toa Inika advanced cautiously down the first few steps, keeping an eye out for ambushes. They 
were sure the Piraka had beaten them here and might be lying in wait anywhere along the way. 

“We have to quick-move,” said Kongu. “If they beat us to the mask —” 

“Vakama led the Toa Metru into a trap,” Jaller replied. “Tahu Nuva charged ahead and got himself 
poisoned. | won’t continue that particular Toa of Fire tradition.” 

“You don’t have to,” said Matoro. “PII be back in a moment.” 

“Matoro! Wait!” Jaller yelled. But it was too late. The Toa of Ice’s body sagged and hit the ground. 
Matoro had once more used his mask power to unleash his spirit. “Makuta bones, what’s the matter with 
him?” Jaller grumbled. “What if there’s something down there he can’t just fly through?” 

“You'll have to trust he knows what he’s doing,” said Hahli. 

“I know | am trying to be more open to my teammates’ ideas than maybe Tahu and Vakama were 
in the past,” Jaller shot back. “But the team has to have a leader. Toa can’t just go off on their own in the 
middle of a dangerous situation —” 

“PII keep that in mind,” said Matoro, sitting up. “In the meantime, you might be interested to know 
that there’s a huge monster down below who seems to have beaten five Piraka. Zaktan’s nowhere to be 
seen.” 

“One monster, instead of six Piraka?” said Hewkii. “Sounds like the odds have improved.” 

“Hope someone tells the beast-monster that,” muttered Kongu. 


Zaktan felt himself being hurled forward at high speed. The next thing he knew, he was standing in front 
of Irnakk again, once more a physical being. 

“You taste stale,” said Irnakk. “I spat you out.” 

“Now what?” asked Zaktan, struggling to regain his bearings. “Do you kill us?” 


Irnakk laughed. “Where is the fun in that, says I? Alive, you can fill the air with the music of your 
screams. Dead, you are just silent meat.” 

Zaktan nodded. “You exist because of our fear, don’t you? And if we stop fearing you, you stop 
living.” 

“True,” Irnakk replied. “But you can never free yourself from your fear of me.” 

“There is one thing that can free us all,” Zaktan said, looking up at the ceiling. “One blast of my 
eyebeams in the right place, and this whole ceiling comes crashing down. | and my partners die... and with 
us, our fear... and with our fear, you.” 

Irnakk laughed. “A fine game you play. But if your horror of me does not stop you, your horror 
of death will. | have haunted the nightmares of your kind long enough to know that.” 

Zaktan’s expression darkened with rage. “You think you know horror, Irnakk? Horror is looking 
into the eyes of the Shadowed One, knowing you are about to die... and then being forced to live. Horror 
is waking each day to see every part of your body moving on its own, a shifting mass of protodites where 
once was solid metal and living tissue. Horror is what is in the eyes of your partners when they look at 
you... and in the cries of your enemies when your swarm engulfs them. Don’t talk to me about fear, 
creature — | am fear!” 

Irnakk hurled a zamor sphere at Zaktan, then another. The Piraka’s body formed openings to 
allow the spheres to fly straight through without doing any harm. 

“No, no,” said Zaktan, moving closer to his enemy, eyes sizzling with power. “This nightmare is 
over now, one way or the other. Let us pass, Irnakk, or die.” 

Even as he said the words, Zaktan knew Irnakk could stop him before he carried out his threat. 
But strangely, the monster was not acting. Instead, it almost looked satisfied. 

“You use fear as a weapon, the same as I,” Irnakk said. “I make you fear life, and in return, you 
make me fear death. You have found your true being — your essence is darkness and the grave, Piraka. 
The pit yawns for you, and who am | to keep you and yours from it?” 

Zaktan sensed the other five Piraka standing behind him, whole and as sane as they ever had been. 
The Mask of Life is testing us, he thought. This was only the first challenge, and it almost destroyed us. 

Irnakk began to fade from view. Zaktan took no comfort in the victory, knowing the Piraka were 
still a long way from their goal. 

On the other hand, he said to himself, the Toa will never even make it this far. The beings most likely to 
be destroyed by fear are those who won’t admit to having any. 


Garan led the other five members of the Matoran resistance through the winding corridors of the 
Piraka stronghold. They could still hear the sounds of battle coming from the virus chamber, though they 
were unsure who was fighting. 

“We should go back,” said Dalu. “This fight is for our freedom. We should be part of it.” 

“We are part of it,” said Garan, “a very important part. The Toa Inika tasked us with finding the 
imprisoned Toa Nuva. If the Inika fall, the Nuva may be the only hope we have.” 

“But why look here? They could have the Nuva hidden anywhere on the island!” 

Velika chuckled. “When you fear the Muaka, it is best to keep him in sight.” 

“He’s right,” said Balta. “The Piraka would want such dangerous foes where they could keep an 
eye on them. So let’s keep looking. And don’t drop those zamor sphere launchers — | built them in a hurry 
and they’re pretty fragile.” 

The group pressed on, each member well aware that their quest might be futile. The Toa Inika 
weren't even sure that the Toa Nuva were still alive — just hopeful. 

Then again, thought Garan, in some battles, hope is the only weapon you have. 


The Toa Inika stood before a fork in the stairway. The right passage was blocked with stone, and the left 
wide open. 

“Think the Piraka closed off the right passage to throw us off the trail?” asked Jaller. 

Hewkii took a close look at the pile of rock. “No, this has been here a long time.” 

Matoro frowned. He could have sworn that when he came this way in his spirit form, the left 
passage had been blocked and the right open. Given what Hewkii said, though, that was impossible... 
wasn’t it? 

“So we go left,” Jaller said. 

“Great,” muttered Kongu. “Guess | am the only one who remembers what Turaga Matau always 
says about going left.” 

Before the Toa could take a step into the left portal, Jaller spotted a figure coming up the staircase 
toward them. “Be ready!” he snapped, and the other Inika braced for combat. 

But the being that emerged from the shadows was not a Piraka or some other kind of enemy. He 
was an almost regal figure in red and gold armor, wearing an all too familiar Kanohi Mask of Shielding. The 
shield he carried somehow managed to gleam brightly even in the dim light. Although none of the Toa 
Inika present had any memories of ever meeting him before, they all recognized him from the Turaga’s 
tales. 

“This is impossible,” Jaller whispered. “Toa Lhikan??” 

“Wait, wait a minute,” said Matoro. “Turaga Vakama said Lhikan became a Turaga 1,000 years 
ago, fought Makuta, and...” 
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“The word you’re hard-looking for is ‘died,” said Kongu, taking aim with his laser crossbow. 
“Which means the golden one here is an impostor.” 

The figure before them made no move to defend himself. He regarded the Toa Inika calmly and 
when he spoke, it was with an almost paternal tone to his voice. “Amazing... that the Toa Metru | helped 
bring into being should lead to a new generation of heroes with such... unusual masks.” 

“Who are you?” demanded Hahli. “You cannot be who you appear to be. Toa Lhikan died a hero, 
and you defile his memory.” 

“And his mask!” said Jaller. He had inherited the Noble Mask of Turaga Lhikan, but it was stolen 
from him during the journey to Voya Nui. 

“Am | dead in your memories? Am | dead in your hearts?” asked Lhikan. “Because if the answer 
to those questions is no, then | am not truly dead.” 

“If | quick-fire this crossbow, you will be,” replied Kongu. 

Lhikan ignored him. “I’ve come to bring you a warning. Proceed no farther down these stairs. The 
Mask of Life is not for such as you. Turn back, Toa, while you can.” 

Jaller looked into the eyes of the Toa he regarded as one of the greatest heroes in history. All he 
saw was shadow. “If you truly are Toa Lhikan, would you turn back and give up on so vital a mission, when 
you know thousands depend on you?” 

Lhikan shook his head. “No, | wouldn’t,” he said, taking a step backward into the darkness. “But, 
then, look what happened to me.” 

Jaller rushed forward, but Toa Lhikan was gone. The Toa Inika of Fire turned back to his comrades, 
troubled and confused. “First Karzahni, now this... far too many specters of the past trying to stop us.” 

“Well, we have to worry about the future... they don’t,” said Nuparu. “So let’s keep going.” 

The Toa Inika continued down the staircase, convinced that they could now leave the past behind 
them. Unfortunately, they were about to discover the past was far from through with them. 


Axonn had spent a lot of time lately on the wrong end of battles. His first clash with the Piraka had ended, 
thanks to an ambush by Brutaka. His efforts to stop Brutaka from revealing the location of the Mask of 
Life had resulted in his being beaten to a pulp by a being he used to consider a friend. 

But in this game, Brutaka, it doesn’t matter who wins the first few battles, Axonn thought. Only who 
wins the last one. 

Brutaka charged. Axonn swung his axe, only to have his enemy block it with a twin-bladed sword. 
Weapons locked together, they strained at each other. Brutaka had the advantages of height and reach, 
but Axonn was a little stronger and rapidly began to force his enemy back. 

“You’re weakening,” said Axonn. 

“You’re dreaming,” Brutaka shot back. 

“Give up. There’s no reason Botar has to be brought into this.” 

Brutaka’s eyes widened. Every Order of Mata Nui member knew the name Botar, and just what 
mention of him could mean. “You wouldn’t,” he said. 

“Watch me.” 

“ld rather watch you die,” said Brutaka, suddenly stopping his resistance. With nothing pushing 
back, Axonn’s own force propelled him forward. Brutaka fell backward and used his legs and Axonn’s 
momentum to send his enemy flying. Axonn hit the floor and skidded close to the crystal vat containing 
the Piraka’s virus. 

Brutaka got to his feet and raised his sword. It was time to finish the job. 

Axonn saw the blade coming toward him. He rolled aside at the last possible moment as the tip 
of Brutaka’s sword buried itself in the floor. Axonn used a leg sweep to upend Brutaka. As soon as his foe 
hit the ground, Axonn tried to wrest the sword away. 

“Stupid,” said Brutaka. “You gave this sword to me, remember? Already forgotten what it can 
do?” 
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The weapon flared with energy. An electrical jolt shot through Axonn’s body, forcing his hands to 
tighten on the sword. Pain ripped through him and he couldn’t let go! 

“| could just let you fry,” Brutaka snarled, even as he kicked Axonn’s axe across the room. “When 
did you become such a fool? I’ve beaten you twice... This will be the last time.” 

Brutaka shut down the blade’s energy. Axonn gasped and let go of the weapon. 

“When the Piraka return with the Mask of Life, I’m taking it away from them,” Brutaka said. “Then 
| am getting off this barren rock and showing the universe what real power looks like. And you’re not 
going to do anything to stop me.” 

Brutaka called on the power of his Kanohi mask. A dimensional vortex appeared in the air near 
Axonn, moving closer and closer to the downed guardian. “Why should | waste my blade on you, when | 
can transport you far from here?” Brutaka asked, laughing. “Go ahead, Axonn, attack me. Even if you 
knock me out, that gate will keep after you until it draws you inside. It won’t disappear until someone has 
passed through it... and that someone is you.” 

Axonn saw the gate advancing rapidly, threatening to envelop him. He couldn’t see anything inside 
it, only deep darkness. He knew Brutaka’s power — the gate might lead to someplace else on Voya Nui or 
any other island, or even to a different dimension entirely. No matter the destination, he knew he would 
wind up too far away to stop Brutaka. 

Axonn scrambled to his feet and prepared for a final charge at his enemy. All right, Brutaka — but if 
l have to go, you can bet I’m not going alone. 


Toa Matoro barely ducked in time. A blast of shadow energy tore through the rock above his 
head. The near miss wasn’t half as disturbing as who hurled the blast. 

“Okay, this can really stop!” he shouted. “Any time now would be fine!” 

The Toa Inika had rounded a bend in the staircase only to find themselves face-to-face with a host 
of nightmares. Blocking their way were a Rahkshi, a Bohrok, a Bohrok-Kal, a Nui-Rama, a Muaka, and at 
the head of this assemblage of evil, Makuta himself. All were beings they had faced before as Matoran, but 
their presence here as a team made no sense. There was little time to puzzle it out, though, as a hail of 
shadow bolts, fire blasts, fear power, and more drove the Toa Inika back. 

“Lhikan wasn’t joking,” said Kongu. “And here | always thought reunions were supposed to be 
happy-fun.” 

Toa Hahli narrowly dodged the slashing claws of the Muaka, a great catlike animal. She responded 
to the attack with one of her own, a powerful blast of water that slammed into the Rahi beast and hurled 
him against the rock wall. The Muaka struck hard and slid to the ground, unmoving. 

Hahli’s eyes widened. The creature looked dead, but she had seen Muaka get hit by much worse 
and spring right back into action. The awful thought that she did not know her own strength as a Toa ran 
through her head. 

“Hey, Hahli!” yelled Hewkii. “This is no time to daydream!” 

“You take the Bohrok,” Kongu said to Hewkii. “I want the big guy for myself.” 


Farther up the stairs, Jaller was wrestling with a Rahkshi Turahk. The red-armored creature with its power 
to induce fear was a challenge, but still an enemy that a prepared Toa could handle with some effort. Yet 
Jaller felt his muscles turning to water as he fought the monster. Memories of another fight with a Turahk 
kept intruding. 

He had been a Matoran then, side by side with the Toa Nuva and his best friend, Takua, on the 
island of Mata Nui. Makuta had sent his Rahkshi to try to stop the Toa of Light from ever coming into 
being. A Turahk had been about to strike down Takua when Jaller grabbed on to the Rahkshi’s staff. Pure 
fear power poured into Jaller until it overwhelmed his ability to handle it. He died then, only to be returned 
to life later in a way he still could not explain. 

But that doesn’t change the fact that | died — | died! he thought, as he strained against the Rahkshi. Is 
that a possibility | can face again? 

The metallic mouth of the Rahkshi opened to reveal the slimy kraata slug inside. The repulsive 
sight brought more memories. The village of Ta-Koro destroyed... Ko-Koro badly damaged... Matoran 
fleeing for their lives... all because of these monsters. 

“Never again!” Jaller shouted, wrenching himself free of the Rahkshi’s grasp. He aimed his 
energized flame sword, intending to create a wall of flame between him and his opponent. The fires 
appeared, as he had wished, but something immediately went wrong. The lightning refused to stay 


intertwined with the flames, instead lancing out in all directions. One bolt struck the Rahkshi, instantly 
destroying the kraata inside. 

The Rahkshi armor collapsed to the ground. Jaller stared down at his handiwork, feeling just as 
empty as the scorched metal exo-skeleton at his feet. 


By the time Kongu had gotten into position, Hewkii had trashed his Bohrok foe, Nuparu was locked in 
combat with a Bohrok-Kal, and Matoro was trying to ice the wings of the Nui-Rama. Strangely enough, 
neither the Kal nor Makuta had said anything during the battle. 

Usually we can’t get these losers to shut up, Kongu thought. 

“Not sure how you got this monster-crew together, Makuta,” the Toa Inika of Air said. “But it 
won't do you any good. We’re going quick-down those stairs, around you or over you — your choice.” 

Makuta did not reply, his silence infuriating Kongu. The Toa took aim with his energy crossbow 
and fired two bolts. Makuta made no effort to get out of the way. Instead, he simply waved his hand and 
the two bursts of energy froze in midair. Then the bolts dropped, hit the floor, and shattered like glass. 

Undeterred, Kongu called upon his power over air, creating a mini-cyclone centered on Makuta. 
The winds were so powerful that nothing could breathe within, or stay rooted to the ground. Yet 
somehow Makuta remained unaffected. In fact, the power of the master of shadows cut right through the 
cyclone to blast Kongu with solid darkness. 

The Toa of Air picked himself painfully up off the stairs. Something was not right here. The Mask 
of Telepathy he wore should have been picking up a morass of evil thoughts from Makuta, but nothing 
was coming through, from him or from any of the other foes. Even stranger, Makuta had taken everything 
he had to throw at him without as much as a scratch. 

Well, not everything, Kongu reminded himself. | still have this zamor sphere launcher. But zamors loaded 
with energized protodermis wouldn’t just stop him... they’d kill him. 

He toyed with the thought for an instant. Makuta had been tormenting the Matoran for centuries. 
He had driven them from Metru Nui to Mata Nui, and even then did everything he could to keep them 
living in fear and despair. 

He might ever-deserve to die, thought Kongu. But if | kill him in ice-cold blood, I’m no better than he 
is... and not worthy of being a Toa-hero. 

Suddenly, the choice was no longer Kongu’s to make. His launcher fired on its own, sending the 
sphere straight at Makuta. It struck the master of shadows dead on. Makuta screamed as the bizarre 
substance began dissolving his armor. 

“No!” yelled Kongu, rushing to the side of his fallen enemy. “How is this possible? | didn’t fire!” It 
was too late for questions. Makuta was dead, slain by the Toa Inika of Air. And Kongu knew that nothing 
could ever be the same again. 


The battle was over. 

The Toa Inika’s six opponents were stretched out on the stone steps. All of them were dead, and 
none of the Toa was quite sure how it had happened. They had not set out to kill any of their enemies, 
nor been forced into it by circumstance. It had just... happened. 

“We lost control,” said Hahli, sadly. “All this power... maybe it is too much for us to handle.” 

“It was just bad luck,” said Hewkii. “That’s all it was.” 

“Bad luck for us. Worse luck for them,” said Kongu, bending over to inspect the damaged Bohrok 
and its dead krana. “None of which explains what a Bohrok and a Bohrok-Kal were even doing here, when 
we know they shouldn’t be. | — hey!” 

The outer surface of the Bohrok began to shimmer and fade. As it did so, another form came into 
view. The sight stole the breath from Kongu’s lungs. 

“It’s Pohatu Nuva!” he cried. “This Bohrok... it just turned into Pohatu Nuva!” 

The other Toa Inika rushed over. The same thing was happening to all of their fallen foes. Makuta 
had transformed into Tahu Nuva, the Rahkshi into Kopaka Nuva, the Muaka to Onua Nuva, the Nui-Rama 


207 


into Lewa Nuva, and the Bohrok-Kal into Gali Nuva. All six were there, and all six were dead at the hands 
of the Toa Inika. 

“Illusions,” whispered Toa Jaller. “We fought illusions of our greatest enemies, never knowing... 
and when we struck, we killed our friends.” 

Toa Hewkii threw his zamor launcher and laser axe on the ground and walked away. “We were 
tricked into murdering them! Someone knew we were just stupid enough to believe whatever we saw, 
and they used us!” 

“That’s not even the worst of it,” said Matoro. “How can we trust our senses, or ourselves, after 
this? If we can’t tell friend from enemy, if we can’t control our powers, we’re not heroes... were 
menaces.” 

“So what do you want us to do?” Kongu said, anger in his voice. “Give up? Hope some other Toa- 
heroes come along in time to save the Great Spirit?” 

Nuparu sat down on the stairs and stared at the ground. “But, Kongu, how could we be sure we 
were saving him? What if... what if we got tricked again and we killed Mata Nui? Are you prepared to risk 
causing the death of the universe?” 

An uncomfortable silence descended on the six Toa. All of them, at one point or another, had 
worried that the power they now wielded might be too much to bear. It was impossible to go from being 
Matoran one moment to Toa the next, without having such fears. But none had ever dreamed the misuse 
of their energies would lead to such a disaster. 

“| don’t see what choice we have,” said Hahli. “If we can’t rely on our judgment, and we are afraid 
of our power, we can’t be effective. We can’t accomplish our mission. Jaller, we will have to turn back.” 

The Toa Inika of Fire didn’t answer. His eyes were locked on the unmoving form of Tahu Nuva. 
When he spoke, his voice was ragged with grief. “Tahu told me something once, not long after he first 
arrived on our island. He said having real courage doesn’t mean being unafraid of death — it means you 
keep on striving for what’s right despite your fear.” 

He looked up at his partners. “Don’t you see? The Toa risked death every single day against 
Makuta, the Rahkshi, the Bohrok. They knew something like this might happen and they kept on fighting 
anyway. They weren’t perfect — they made mistakes, they fought with each other but they kept going, and 
they would expect the same of us.” 

“Even after this?” asked Hahli quietly. 

“Especially after this,” Jaller replied. “Because it means we are on our own, with no hope of aid.” 
When no one spoke, he added, “I am going on, in honor of Tahu Nuva’s memory and Lhikan’s memory 
and all the other Toa who came before us. Who else will join me?” 

One by one, each of the Toa Inika stepped forward. With a last look at their fallen heroes, they 
turned to resume their journey. They had gone only a few steps when Toa Hewkii paused to look back. 
What he saw — or rather, didn’t see — stunned him. 

“They’re gone! The Toa Nuva have disappeared!” 

The Inika rushed to the spot where the dead Toa had been lying. There was no trace of them. 

“We only had our backs turned for a second,” said Hahli. “What could have happened?” 

“Well, they didn’t get up and walk away,” said Matoro, adding quickly, “I hope.” 

“You are blind-missing a better question: what if they were never here at all?” Kongu replied. He 
tapped the side of his mask. “Kanohi Suletu, remember? Telepathy. All thoughts, all the time. But | picked 
up nothing but ever-silence from those six.” 

“And no thoughts means no minds,” said Hewkii. 

“And no minds means they were just illusions,” concluded Kongu. Then he added, smiling, “Or 
else they were all Po-Matoran.” 

Matoro grinned. Hahli tried in vain to stifle a giggle. Seconds later, the ancient staircase was ringing 
with a living, vibrant sound it had not experienced in its entire history: laughter. 


The Piraka were not amused. 

Their journey had been brought to an abrupt halt in a most disturbing way. Six cylinders of stone 
had erupted from the staircase, trapping each of them in their own individual prison. The stone rapidly 
proved too smooth to climb and impervious to eyebeams, brute strength, or Piraka weaponry. Although 
the cylinders were open at the top, Zaktan’s attempt to fly out was met by a jolt of electricity sufficient 
to send him crashing back to earth. 

All of the cylinders shared one feature in common. On the inside of each, at roughly waist level, 
was a Stone latch. Just why it was there was a mystery, as there were no visible signs of a door. 

“What’s next?” grumbled Thok. “The walls close in? Swarms of fireflyers attack? The Shadowed 
One sings?” 

His answer didn’t come from any of the other Piraka, but from an aged voice that boomed from 
all around them. Although none of the captives knew it, the voice belonged to the Great Being who had 
crafted the route to the Mask of Life. The words had been spoken thousands of years before. 

“Travelers, you now face another test,” the voice said. “Only two types of being can escape the 
cylinders in which you find yourselves — the completely selfless, and the completely selfish. 

“Behold the latches in your prison cells. If all of you raise your latches at the same time, then the 
cylinders will open and you are free to proceed. All will be well, and all will have an equal chance to obtain 
the Mask of Life. But if one of you raises his latch before the others do, he and only he will be free to 
continue on his way, while all of his companions will be destroyed. You must decide.” 

Zaktan immediately shouted, “No one touches their latch!” 

Thok pulled his hand back from the piece of stone as if he had been burned. “All right, Zaktan, 
you don’t have to yell! We're trapped, not deaf.” 

“Avak, have you found another way out of these cylinders?” asked Zaktan. 

“No, and if there’s one thing | know, it’s prison cells,’ Avak replied. “It looks like the voice was 
telling the truth — it’s all of us... or only one of us.” 

“Then | suppose we have to... work together,” Hakann said, the words obviously disgusting him. 

“Exactly, and quickly,” Zaktan answered. He knew the more time his teammates had to think, the 
better the chance one of them would betray the rest. It had certainly crossed his mind, but going on alone 
would be madness. Partners are necessary so that future opponents will have someone to demolish while | escape, 
he reasoned. 

“Then at the count of three, we all raise our latches at once,” said Avak. “Are we agreed?” 

Each of the Piraka said yes. Zaktan wasn’t sure which worried him more — that Hakann was the 
first to answer or Vezok the last. 
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Suddenly, the floor opened up beneath all six Piraka. A powerful suction drew them down to a 
fate unknown. As they slid through narrow stone channels, Reidak could be heard shouting, “He lied! The 
voice lied!” 

Their unexpected journey ended with a splash. The Piraka flew out the end of the passages and 
right into a large pool of liquid protodermis. They plunged far beneath it, but fortunately, its depth was 
great enough that they did not strike the bottom. When they broke the surface again, all of them were 
unharmed... at least, for the moment. 

“Reidak!” Zaktan shouted in a rage. “You moron! Of course he lied! The whole thing was a trap 
for any team that could not trust each other. The second you raised that latch and tried to betray us, you 
doomed us all.” 

“Don’t blame Reidak — maybe he wasn’t trying to cross us. Maybe he just can’t count,” commented 
Avak. He looked around. “And, hey, this isn’t bad, as dooms go.” 

He had a point. The liquid protodermis was actually refreshing after the long climb down the 
stairs. Granted there didn’t seem to be any easy way to get out of it. The water filled the entire chamber 
and the only exits were the passages the Piraka had slid down, the entrances to which were on the ceiling 
high above. But the Piraka had escaped from worse traps in their time. 

“We will discuss this later,” Zaktan said, in a tone that left no doubt the conversation would not 
be a pleasant one for Reidak. “Let’s get out of here.” 

Zaktan dissolved his body into a free-floating mass of protodites and began to rise into the air. He 
had made it only a few feet above the water when slabs of stone started falling away from the walls all 
over the chamber. The Piraka dove under the water as the rocks struck, sending huge splashes into the 
air. When the hail of rock was done, there were dozens and dozens of recessed slots exposed in the 
walls. 

There was a moment of uneasy silence. The Piraka returned to the surface, their eyes darting 
around to see what would happen next. They didn’t have long to wait. Jets of white-hot flame erupted 
from each slot, forming fiery “bars” above the water. Zaktan yelled in pain and dropped back into the 
pool. 

Reidak squinted at the bright glow. The air above the water was now a mass of fire and the Piraka 
were caged just as surely as if they had been in a cell. 

“Now what?” said Avak. 

“Maybe they aren’t really there,” suggested Thok. “Like Irnakk.” 

“Let’s throw Reidak up there and find out,” said Hakann. 

“They are real enough,” hissed Zaktan. “I lost enough protodites to know that.” 

“Okay, so we stay in the water,” said Vezok, “until the flame jets run out of power.” 

Thok looked at his partner as if Vezok had just grown a second head. “What happens to water 
when it’s exposed to flame?” 

In the old days, Vezok would have shot back the answer in an instant. Since he had been split into 
two beings — himself and Vezon — he had not been quite so swift. He paused for a moment, wondering if 
this might be a trick question, before saying, “It boils?” 

“And so do we, if we stay here,” said Thok. “Or we could try climbing the walls to reach the exits 
and get fried. Take your pick.” 

The only answer came from the flame jets, which suddenly increased in power. Soon, the Piraka 
knew, they would be forced under the water, which would add drowning to their list of possible fates. 

“That settles it,” said Hakann. “Next time someone invites me to join a group, I’m saying no.” 


Velika stood before the doorway to a narrow passage leading downward. He looked puzzled. 
“The mountain can be shaped by rain and wind... but can the mountain shape itself by drive and will?” 

“Will someone please tell him to stop that?” muttered Kazi. 

Balta went to stand beside the Po-Matoran. “No, he’s found something. Remember, Velika 
oversaw the team of Matoran who built this fortress for the Piraka. He knows every corner of it. If he 
says this wasn’t there before, then it wasn’t. The Piraka must have carved out a lower level.” 

The Matoran rushed down the passage, heedless of any traps that might be waiting. If the Toa 
Nuva were still alive, every moment that passed could place them in terrible danger. 

“Down here!” Balta shouted. He had found a chamber sealed by a door made of stone three feet 
thick. An iron ring served as a handle, but it would take someone with the strength of Reidak to open it. 

Garan turned to Kazi. “We'll work together. The rest of you, back off.” 

The Onu-Matoran and the Ko-Matoran prepared themselves for their task. Then both raised their 
weapons and fired, Garan launching a pulse bolt and Kazi a blast of sonics. Despite its strength, the 
chamber door could not stand up to this double bombardment. With a sound like thunder, it shattered 
into rubble. 

Balta did not even wait for the dust to clear before scrambling over the stone. He could make out 
six figures, maskless, chained to the wall. Elemental energies flowed from their hands into a bottomless 
well in the center of the room. They looked drained and exhausted, and their eyes glowed with a faint 
red gleam. 

“Incredible,” Balta said. “They must have been enslaved by the virus and imprisoned here. 
Whoever did it ordered them to pour their elemental energies out until there was no more, and then go 
beyond that point.” 

Piruk and Velika set to work breaking the chains. The Toa Nuva did not respond, seeming to take 
no notice of the fact that anyone had come into the chamber. 

“Even if they fought off the effects of the virus, they would have had no power left to escape,” 
said Garan. “And who knows what else might have happened? The constant drain might even have killed 
them over time.” 

All six Toa Nuva were free — physically, at least. Now the Matoran had to free them from mental 
enslavement as well. Each loaded his launcher with one of the same zamor spheres the Toa Inika had used 
to free the Matoran population of the island. 

“Fire!” said Garan. 

The spheres struck their targets. All six Toa Nuva immediately slumped to the ground, as if struck 
dead. Dalu rushed to Tahu Nuva, only to find he was still alive, just badly weakened. 

“Wake up!” she urged. “The Toa Inika need you!” 

“Your tools are here. We can take you to your masks,” Balta said, helping Kopaka Nuva to rise. 
“| just hope it is not already too late.” 


“Toa... Inika?” asked Onua Nuva. “What... what are you talking about?” 
“It’s a long story,” said Garan. “We'll tell you on the way.” 


Hakann looked up at the burning bars of flame, now not so very far overhead. “So how do we like our 
Piraka,” he asked, “baked or boiled?” 

“Be quiet,” said Zaktan. “I’m thinking.” 

“Oh, then I’ll alert a Chronicler,” the crimson-armored Piraka said sarcastically. “Your thinking is 
what brought us here. As | recall, you thought looting Makuta’s corpse would be a grand idea.” 

Zaktan ignored him. “We can’t go forward, back, or up. That leaves down. Vezok, dive deep and 
see what you can find.” 

Grateful to get away from the awful heat, Vezok complied. As he went farther down, the water 
cooled to a more comfortable temperature. The whole thing seemed like a Matoran’s errand to him, 
though, since it was so dark at the pool’s bottom, he could not see a thing. Determined to find a way out, 
he began feeling his way along the floor, looking for some kind of a gap. 

There! He had chanced upon a narrow opening between two rocks. A few quick blows widened 
it a little, just enough for someone his size to fit through. Then he went back to get the others, so that no 
matter what might be waiting in the tunnel, Reidak would be going first. 

Moments later, all six Piraka were swimming through the gap. Beyond it was a winding tunnel that 
went down, then up, then veered sharply down again, then settled into a long, gentle ascent. There was 
barely enough room to move, let alone fight back if anything attacked. 

Bringing up the rear, Hakann was the one who noticed that stone slabs were falling into place 
behind them as they swam. There would be no going back if they didn’t like their destination. 

Reidak suddenly stopped swimming and pointed upward. Then he vanished into the ceiling. It was 
only when Hakann got a little closer that he realized there was another tunnel branching off this one and 
heading straight up. He followed his partners into it, hoping it led somewhere with breathable air. 

To his great relief, it did. The Piraka emerged on a vast plain of hardened magma. At the far edge, 
a huge stone bridge spanned a river of lava. The far tower of the bridge featured a small gateway at the 
bottom. Instinctively, the Piraka knew they had almost reached their goal. So excited were they that none 
of them noticed the subtle, minute changes already happening to them due to their exposure to the water. 
But there would be time enough to realize, and tremble, later. 

“Let’s go,” said Thok. “The mask must be close now.” 

“Wait,” ordered Zaktan. The Piraka looked back at him in surprise. “I want the Mask of Life as 
well, but | don’t want to have to fight my way past six Toa to escape with it. They may be close behind — 
it will cost us nothing to set a trap for them here, and then take the mask at our leisure.” 

Hakann frowned. Zaktan had been the one pushing hardest to find the mask from the beginning, 
and now he wanted to wait? Then again, if the other five Piraka and the Toa Inika destroyed each other 
in battle, Zaktan could claim the mask for himself with no opposition. 

Regardless, the Piraka leader was right. If the Toa surprised them in a confined space when they 
had to worry about protecting the mask, they would be demolished. Better to choose the battle site 
themselves. 

“Then let’s get to work,” said Hakann. “There’s nothing like an ambush to brighten up your day.” 


At the moment, fighting the Piraka was the furthest thing from the Toa’s minds. They had come to yet 
another chamber along the stairway’s path, this one lit by dark red lightstones. Although there were no 
enemies visible, something about the room felt wrong. The Toa advanced with caution. 

“Welcome, travelers,” a voice boomed from every side. The Toa’s eyes scanned the chamber but 
saw no one. “You seek the Chamber of Life... but first you must pass through the Chamber of Death, for 
truly both are intertwined.” 

“Come out where we can see you!” shouted Jaller. 
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The voice ignored him. “For millennia beyond count, the Mask of Life has been hidden in this 
place, waiting for destiny’s call. It is a Kanohi both wonderful and terrible in its might. And the price to 
wield its power of life... is death.” 

“Well, that is happy-cheerful,” muttered Kongu. “You take us to the nicest places, Jaller, old 
friend.” 

“Six of you stand ready,” the voice continued. “If you wish to pass through this chamber, one of 
you must die. Decide — now.” 

“And what if we choose not to abide by your rules?” said Hahli. “What if we fight?” 

Again, the voice ignored all argument, merely repeating its last statement. The Toa’s response was 
to charge for the exit on the other side of the chamber, only to find themselves blocked by an invisible 
barrier. It reminded Jaller of the one that had cut him off from Toa Takanuva on the journey to Voya Nui, 
but there was no time to consider the implications of that. 

“We go back,” said the Toa Inika of Fire. “We'll find another way down, or make one.” 

He turned around, just in time to see a massive stone slab come down, cutting off their exit. It 
proved to be impervious to his fire, as well as Matoro’s ice and even Hewkii’s power over rock. The Toa 
were trapped. 

The voice spoke again. “Two choices have you — renounce your pursuit of the Mask of Life, and 
you may leave as you came, never to return. Or choose one of your number to die, so that the rest may 
pass. There are no other pathways open to your tread.” 

Jaller considered. He had no idea where the Piraka were or whether they might already have 
found the mask. There seemed no way out of this chamber, and renouncing the quest would result in who 
knows what — maybe even some kind of sudden transport back to Metru Nui and utter failure. No, there 
really was no choice. He was the leader of the Toa Inika, so if someone had to be sacrificed, it should be 
him. 

He started to speak, but somehow the words caught in his throat. He had a sudden flash of 
memory of the day he died at the claws of the Rahkshi. The recollection was so vivid that it froze Jaller 
for a split second. It was the sound of another voice that freed him from his paralysis. 

“| volunteer,” said Matoro, stepping forward. “If someone has to die, let it be me.” 

“Matoro! No!” cried Hahli. 

“Absolutely not,” said Jaller, taken completely by surprise. He addressed the mysterious voice, 
saying, “Whoever you are, this is not our choice!” 

“Yes, we have gotten ever-used to frosty here,” added Kongu. 

Matoro turned to his friends. “Please. This is the logical choice. I’m not a warrior, like you, Jaller, 
or you, Kongu — or an athlete, or an inventor, or even a Chronicler. | am just a translator for a Turaga, 
and not even that anymore. | won’t save the universe with my fists or my wits, but maybe | can do it this 
way.” 

“Matoro, you don’t have to —” Jaller began. 

“The choice has been made,” the voice said, cutting off the Toa leader. “The price will be paid.” 

Before any of the Toa could protest, a beam of light shone down on Matoro. In a millisecond, his 
body had dissolved, leaving only his mask hovering in the shaft of illumination. Then that too faded away. 

For a moment, there was silence, broken only by the muffled sobbing of Toa Hahli. Then 
something akin to dust began to swirl inside the light. It rotated faster and faster, until it began to take on 
definite form. A moment later, that form became recognizable as Matoro’s Kanohi mask. 

Now more and more sparkling particles appeared, twisting and melding together inside the beam. 
None of the Toa dared speak lest they disturb the stunning event they were witnessing. Before their eyes, 
Matoro’s body was reforming, whole and undamaged, as if it had never been gone at all. 

When the process was complete, the light disappeared. Toa Matoro looked around in confusion, 
but what he felt could not begin to equal the emotions in the hearts of his friends. 

“It is done,” said the voice. “This one has died and been reborn, and so the price is paid... the 
debt is settled. For it is not the cold fact of death that matters, but the willingness to die for one’s cause. 
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This one had the courage to accept destruction so that his comrades could live, so final death will not be 
his this day.” 

The stone slab that blocked the staircase behind the Toa was gone. A shimmer in the air told 
them the force barrier had vanished as well. 

“You are free to pass on,” said the voice. 

The Toa did not hesitate. They proceeded through the exit and down the stairs — and as they 
resumed their journey, it was not lost on Jaller that Matoro had taken the lead. 


The next several minutes of the journey were quiet ones, giving each Toa Inika some time to reflect. 
There were still so many questions to be answered. What had happened to the Toa Nuva? Assuming 
those veteran heroes were safe, what then? Would they want the Inika to return to Metru Nui and watch 
over the city with Takanuva? After so much action and adventure, what would it be like to have to settle 
for simple guard duty? 

Their pondering was interrupted by a sound from farther down the staircase, one that resembled 
the scream of a Muaka mixed with the angry buzzing of a very large Nui-Rama. 

“Oh, good,” said Kongu. “We haven’t had to hard-fight for our lives in at least two minutes.” 

They moved on cautiously, scanning the walls for any niches or caverns from which the sound 
might have emanated. They didn’t see anything suspicious until they reached a wider chamber — and then 
they saw nothing at all, as all the lightstones embedded in the walls exploded simultaneously. Jaller activated 
his flame sword in time to see clawed figures dropping down from the ceiling. 

“Watch out!” he shouted. As the first creature dropped near him, the light of his flame revealed 
it to be a two-headed beast with a lizard-like tail. It stood on two legs, and its forelegs ended in razor- 
sharp talons. Jaller swung his sword and struck the monster. To his amazement, it did not go down, but 
rather split into two beings, both just as big and powerful as the original. The other Toa were making the 
same discovery, as their six attackers had now multiplied into twelve. 

The Toa backed up the stairs, with Hewkii using his powers to create a wall of rock between 
them and their foes. It provided temporary protection but also kept the Toa from advancing any farther 
toward the Mask of Life. 

Without bothering to wait for Jaller to ask, Kongu used his Mask of Telepathy to probe the 
creatures’ minds. There wasn’t much there that was coherent, but enough that he could say, “They’re not 
intelligent beings. They’re... Jaller, they’re protodites!” 

“That’s crazy,” said Hewkii. “Protodites are microscopic in size. These things are bigger than we 
are!” 

“The Mask of Life,” replied Hahli. “Do you think its power could have —” 

Her question was interrupted by the shattering of Hewkii’s wall. The creatures charged, and 
Hewkii and Nuparu lashed out by reflex. The next thing anyone knew, there were sixteen of the ravenous 
beasts. 

“Remember that time | was hanging upside down in a swamp hole, just above some hungry mud 
crawlers,” said Nuparu. “You know, the ones with the acidic tongues and the breath that smells like 
Tarakava that’s been out in the sun too long?” 

“Sure, what about it?” answered Kongu. 

Nuparu sighed. “Those were the good old days, huh?” 

Then the creatures were upon them, clawing and scratching, while the Toa tried desperately to 
fight them off without striking and making more of them. Elemental powers proved some help in this, but 
even the most optimistic of the Toa could tell they were fighting a losing battle — and the darkness only 
made it worse. 

A sudden flash of light temporarily blinded the Toa. They heard a rush of wind and then more 
bursts of light filled the stairway. The creatures screamed and scattered, their weak eyes unused to the 
bright glare. For just a moment, Jaller found himself hoping that Takanuva, the Toa of Light, had somehow 
made it to Voya Nui. 
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When his vision cleared, he discovered he could not have been more wrong. The yellow-armored 
being who stood on the stairs holding a wicked staff could not have been further from his friend. Jaller’s 
eyes were drawn to the figure’s feet, which featured rounded devices that looked something like gears. 
The Toa of Fire could not recall seeing anyone actually standing on their gears before, though. The figure 
regarded the assembled Toa with cold, empty eyes and then he was gone. 

No, not gone, Jaller realized, as he felt something fly past him. Just moving too fast for the eye to see. 

The Toa whirled, trying to catch a glimpse of their new foe. He was riding on the walls at an 
incredible rate of speed, leaping the gaps to circle the heroes. Toa Kongu raised his crossbow, only to 
have it shot out of his hand by a thin laser beam fired by the yellow blur crisscrossing the room. 

“Slow him down,” Jaller said to Hewkii. The Toa Inika of Stone used his power to make sharp, 
angular rocks jut out from the walls. But the figure maneuvered around them with ease, never slowing 
long enough for anyone to have a clear target. 

“I’ve had enough of this,” snapped Kongu, unleashing a lightning-laced tornado at the far wall. It 
was big enough to totally block the figure’s path and powerful enough to fling him the length of the chamber 
if he got caught in it. 

The enemy’s speed slackened only a fraction as he approached the violently rotating column of 
air. Then he shot off the wall straight at Kongu, his momentum carrying him over the Toa. His wheeled 
feet clipped Kongu’s head, knocking the Toa of Air to the ground. 

“That does it!” said Kongu, scrambling to his feet. “I’ve been beaten, sharp-clawed, stone-grabbed, 
and Piraka-pounded — but that does it! | hope this Rahi-breath has his memorial stone carved already, 
because he’s going to need it.” 

The figure had skidded to a halt between the Toa and the chamber’s far exit. Its expression had 
not changed. When it spoke, its voice was as cold as a kraata’s heart. “I am Umbra. | guard the Mask of 
Life. You shall not pass.” 

“This makes no sense,” Hahli said. “First you save us from those... things, and now you want to 
fight us. Why?” 

“The protodax are violent beasts,” Umbra replied. “They do not kill with honor — they simply kill. 
| leave to them the simpleminded Rahi who accidentally wander down this far, but those with heart and 
spirit are mine to destroy.” 

“Another threat,” said Hewkii. “Is there anyone on this crummy island who doesn’t make threats?” 

“Insanity,” said Hahli. “How can a mere Kanohi mask be worth so many lives?” 

“If you do not know its worth,” Umbra replied, “then why are you here?” 

With that, Umbra rocketed forward again. In a millisecond, he had disarmed all six Toa and filled 
Hewkii with a hundred blows delivered between one breath and the next. 

“Okay, if he’s doing all the race-running, why am | the one who’s deep-tired?” asked Kongu. 

“And how come there’s never a Mask of Time around when you need one?” added Nuparu. 

Matoro smiled. “We’re looking at this the wrong way. Forget about slowing him down - let’s 
speed him up.” 

The Toa Inika of Ice concentrated, sending waves of cold throughout the chamber. The walls, 
ceiling and floor began to ice over. In a matter of moments, they were dangerously slick, a fact Umbra 
found out. Following the curve of the left-hand wall, he suddenly skidded out of control and crashed hard 
to the floor. 

“Slam-bang,” said Kongu, cheerfully. “I like it.” 

“He’s down. He’s not out,” warned Jaller. “It’s going to take more than a little ice to stop him.” 

As if on cue, Umbra began to shift and change. Before the Toa’s startled eyes, he changed from a 
physical being to a concentrated beam of light. Jaller just managed to push Nuparu out of the way before 
the laser-like Umbra struck him. Their foe’s light form melted a hole in the back wall, then shot back 
toward the Toa. 

“Down!” Jaller yelled. This new attack was even worse than Umbra’s super-speed — at least before, 
he had a physical body and could be struck if one could catch up to him. How do we fight a beam of light? 


The answer came as Umbra shot past overhead multiple times in a second. Jaller was only slightly 
annoyed to realize the key was Matoro. 

“We need more ice,” he shouted. “Block the exits. And it needs to be like polished crystal!” 

Without any urging, Hahli used her power to create more moisture for Matoro to work with. He 
rapidly covered the Toa and Umbra with a dome of freezing cold, crystalline ice. As soon as this was done, 
it was Nuparu’s turn. He triggered the power of his mask and flew toward the far wall, as if making a break 
for the iced-over exit leading to the location of the mask. 

Umbra did just what Jaller expected: he flashed after Nuparu in light form. Just before reaching 
the wall, Nuparu cut off his mask’s energies and dropped to the stone floor. Umbra kept going, his light 
beam striking and then bouncing off the reflective ice. The ricochet carried him to another wall of ice, 
where he reflected again. Then he was flashing all over the chamber, bouncing back and forth by the 
mirror-bright ice. Finally, it was too much even for Umbra to take and he reappeared in physical, and 
unconscious, form on the floor. 

The Toa Inika wasted no time. Jaller recovered his energized flame sword and used it to cut a 
hole in the ice covering the exit. Then he and the others rushed down another few dozen stairs and onto 
a volcanic plain. 

After so long in the narrow stairway, broken up only by the occasional stone chamber, the 
vastness of the plain was disconcerting. Nuparu did a fast fly-over of the bridge in the distance and returned 
to report that the Piraka were already positioned there. 

“How are you with bridges?” Kongu asked. 

“Watch me,” Nuparu, Toa Inika of Earth, replied. 

The earthquake that followed lasted only for a few seconds, but it was long enough to shake half 
the Piraka off their posts. Once their foes were off balance, the Toa charged. Zaktan, Hakann, and Thok 
rained zamor spheres down on them, and the Toa responded with bursts of elemental power. 

Times like this, | could use a Mask of Shielding, thought Jaller. Before all is said and done, | am going to 
get my old mask back — the one Karzahni took from me — even if | have to go back there by myself. It dishonors 
Toa Lhikan’s memory to just let it be lost. Plus, | am really, really tired of dodging. 

Despite his concerns, the battle was going the Toa’s way. Thok and Hakann had already abandoned 
their positions, and Hahli, Hewkii, and Nuparu were keeping three of the Piraka too busy to strike back. 
Only Zaktan was still manning a hastily constructed launcher and refusing all efforts to dislodge him. 

That’s when Kongu got his idea. Zaktan was made out of billions of microscopic protodites — and 
little things tend not to like big winds. A well-placed cyclone might disperse the Piraka leader and clear 
the way for a Toa victory. For a fast mover like the Toa Inika of Air, thought was deed, and his cyclone 
was on its way. Unfortunately, the sound of rushing wind drowned out Jaller and Matoro’s calls for him 
to stop. 

The funnel of air smashed into Zaktan, sending his protodites flying in multiple directions. But the 
bridge, already weakened by Nuparu’s earthquake, could not stand up to the punishing winds. It groaned, 
twisted, and collapsed, burying the Toa underneath it. The Piraka, having been driven away from the bridge 
before the collapse, fared better. They were already assembled when Zaktan managed to regain control 
of his component parts and get back on the ground. 

“Let us hope the Toa have fallen for the last time,” Zaktan said. “Come, let’s go. The Mask of Life 
is waiting.” 

The five Piraka followed him, broad grins on their faces as they contemplated the end of their 
quest. Those smiles might have been erased had they known that something else besides the mask — 
something powerful, evil, and quite mad — was waiting for them beyond the gateway. 


The door at the base of the bridge opened onto a huge chamber bordered on three sides by lava channels. 

But that was not what left the Piraka gaping, openmouthed. Rather, it was the caped figure who dominated 

the room from atop a giant Rahi spider. His identity should not have been a surprise, yet somehow it was. 
“Vezon,” Zaktan said softly. 


“Vezon,” Vezok repeated, with barely contained rage. 
“How convenient,” said the rider. “You know my name... and of course | know yours... and isn’t 
it only right that you should spend your last moments of life with an old, dear friend?” 
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Vezon yanked hard on the chain he held. In response, the head of the giant spider he rode jerked 
up. The creature bared its multiple vicious fangs and gave a savage hiss. It crawled a few paces toward the 
assembled Piraka, its red eyes glaring fiercely at them. There was something revolting about its every 
movement. 

“You're early,” said Vezon. “Or are you late? | never can keep those two straight... not that it 
matters very much, down here. Had a little problem with the Matoran, did we?” 

“You were up there?” asked Thok, never taking his eyes off Vezon’s monstrous mount. 

“l was down here,” Vezon corrected. “Way, way down here. But the mask knew you were 
coming... It knew, you see, and that’s why it wanted me. That’s why it introduced me to Fenrakk here, 
and told us to wait very quietly until you arrived.” 

An evil gleam sprang to life in Vezon’s eyes. “So you see, whatever happens to you next, you 
brought on yourselves.” 

Zaktan detached a small portion of the microscopic protodites that made up his body and sent 
them flying silently to scout the chamber. But his efforts did not go unnoticed. Vezon’s eyes darted in the 
direction of the motion. Energy poured from his spear, striking the protodites and fusing them together 
into a solid mass. The fused creatures hit the floor, dead. 

“Pests,” Vezon said. “It’s so hard to keep an underground lava chamber free of pests.” 

Avak had already had enough. He called upon his power and summoned a cage to surround Vezon 
and Fenrakk. It took only an instant for the two to be safely behind bars that could resist even their 
combined powers. 

“Oh, very good,” said Vezon, smiling happily. “But you see, Avak, | am already in prison. You have 
just shown me the bars. And you can’t get what you want if | am in here.” 

The deranged Piraka threw his head back and laughed. As he did so, Zaktan saw that a Kanohi 
mask was fused to the back of his skull. A glance at the empty pedestal in the rear of the chamber told 
him all he needed to know. “‘You’re wearing the Mask of Life,” the emerald-armored Piraka said. 

“Wearing it, cursed by it, serving it, raging at it,” Vezon replied. “Not always in that order. Want 
it? Come try and take it. Please.” 

Reidak took a step toward the cage. Fenrakk snapped at him, barely missing the Piraka’s hand. 
Slime oozed from the spider’s mouth. Every drop that hit the stone floor produced a sizzling sound and a 
wisp of smoke. 

“Then it’s a stand-off,” said Zaktan. 

“A stand-off,” Vezon repeated. 

“We can’t get at the mask... and you can’t get at us.” 

Vezon said nothing. 

“We have to make some arrangement.” 

“An arrangement,” Vezon agreed. 


“What do you want for the mask?” asked Zaktan. 

Fenrakk backed away from the bars, carrying Vezon back into the shadows. Only the mad Piraka’s 
crimson eyes were visible as he said, “What do | want? What do | need? | have so much — eternal life; the 
loyalty, devotion, and companionship of a monstrous killing machine; all the lava eels | can eat. What could 
you possibly offer? What service could you possibly perform?” 

A pause. Then Vezon’s expression brightened. “Ah, | know! You could kill Vezok!” 

“Let me in there!” Vezok shouted. “IIl strangle that freak and shove that spear down his —” 

Reidak grabbed his partner and flung him hard against the stone wall. Before Vezok could react, 
Thok’s ice weapon had covered him with a thick sheet of ice. Hakann followed that up with a mental blast 
that shattered Vezok’s thoughts into a million shards. 

“A few more of those and he won't be a problem for anyone anymore,” Hakann said to Vezon. 
“The Spear of Fusion, used in reverse, split you off from Vezok, and you don’t want to risk being joined 
back up with him... am | warm?” 

“Searing,” Vezon replied. 

“We do this, and we get the mask?” 

“You do that,” Vezon answered, “and we'll talk.” 

Hakann turned back to Vezok. He was greeted by an explosion of ice. The next moment, both he 
and Reidak were being slammed by mental blasts, courtesy of Vezok’s ability to copy the powers of others. 
Hakann tried to scramble away. Vezok grabbed him by the spine, spun him around, and threw him at 
Zaktan. The Piraka leader naturally dodged, allowing Hakann to slam headfirst into a stone wall. 

“You’re going to believe him?” Vezok bellowed, pointing at Vezon. “I can understand murderous... 
| can even deal with treacherous... but you five are just stupid!” 

Vezon giggled. “You left out ‘highly entertaining,’ Vezok.” 

“You couldn’t give us the mask if you wanted to, could you?” said Vezok. 

Vezon shook his head. “You will have to pry it off my cold, dead head. That’s part of the curse. 
When | came down here... when | dared try to take the mask... it fused itself to me, just as it fused me 
to Fenrakk here.” 

“Let him out of the cage,” Vezok said to Avak. 

“Are you crazy?” Avak answered. “You may want to face that lunatic and his pet spider, but | 
don’t.” 

Vezok turned, grabbed Avak, slammed him onto the stone floor, and pinned him there. “Let him... 
OUT... of the cage! l'Il tear the mask off him!” When Avak hesitated, Vezok used a borrowed mental 
blast to knock him unconscious. The cage around Vezon disappeared. 

Vezok stalked toward his enemy. “Now, you misshapen mockery of a Piraka, we'll settle things 
once and for all. Then PII rip the Spear of Fusion out of your claws and use it to put you back in me, where 
you belong!” 

“The Spear of Fusion?” Vezon repeated, as if in a daze. Then he looked down at the weapon he 
held, muttering, “That’s right, | do have that, don’t I?” A beam of energy shot out from the tip of the spear, 
bathing Vezok and Reidak in its power. Instantly, the two of them were fused together into a lumbering, 
skull-faced giant. 

Vezon looked at his creation and was satisfied. Gesturing dismissively at the other Piraka, he said, 
“Kill them.” 

The newly formed creature moved to obey. Born from two Piraka, it was twice as eager to grind 
its enemies into dust and then blow the dust away. 


“You know,” said Toa Hewkii, “I’m getting really tired of losing to those guys... even when it’s our own 
fault.” 

Hahli sat on the ground, cradling her head in both hands. The proximity of the Mask of Life was 
making her head feel like it was going to split open. 


“It is our own fault,” said Toa Jaller, standing up amidst the rubble. “We keep fighting like Matoran, 
trying to be honorable and merciful the way the Turaga and the Toa Nuva taught us.” 

“Against the Piraka, we might as well be wearing signs that say, ‘Stomp us,” Kongu muttered. 

“Then let’s tear the signs off,” said Matoro. “I agree with Hewkii — I’m sick of winding up flat on 
my mask.” 

“Let’s go,” said Jaller, marching toward the gate. “And when we find them, we fight hard and we 
fight dirty. The Piraka have a long history of beating Toa — well, it stops with us!” 


Brutaka met Axonn’s charge with one of his own. Just before they were going to collide, Axonn 
sidestepped and hit Brutaka with the flat of his axe. His foe went sprawling. 

Axonn had no time to enjoy his victory, though, for the dimensional vortex was still closing in. He 
grabbed his axe and swung it at the floating portal. Energy flashed from the weapon, driving the vortex 
back. 

“Is this what we’ve come to?” Axonn said, fighting to get his breath back. ““Clawing at each other 
like a pair of maddened Rahi?” 

Brutaka fired a blast from his sword, knocking Axonn back toward the vortex. “Yes,” he answered. 
“Rahi beasts are all that we are — it’s all anyone is. And when we're done, | will be the most powerful 
beast in the jungle.” 

Axonn’s eyes narrowed. Despite all that had happened, all that Brutaka had done, he had never 
realized just how badly lost his old friend had become. 

“| tried,” he said, sadness and anger mixing in his voice. “I hoped that | could still reach some part 
of you, Brutaka, some remnant of the hero you used to be. But that being is dead. Maybe he died when 
you met the Piraka, or the contents of that crystal vat... or maybe he was dead long before then, and | 
simply never noticed.” 

Axonn started walking toward his former friend. Brutaka responded with another blast of energy. 
Axonn ignored the impact and the pain and kept going. “I deny you,” he said. 

Brutaka fired again, this time with enough force to bring down a Kanohi Dragon. Again, impossibly, 
Axonn shrugged it off like it was a spring rain, saying only, “I renounce you.” 

The vortex was drawing close again. Axonn ignored it. Brutaka tore a hunk of stone from the wall 
and threw it, hitting Axonn dead-on. Axonn ignored that, too. “You don’t exist, Brutaka. You are just a 
hollow shell without a spirit... a void.” 

Brutaka took a step backward. He had seen this happen once before. Axonn had been so 
consumed by a towering rage that nothing would bring him down. If the vortex did not claim him, he 
would crush Brutaka no matter what the cost in his own pain. 

Axonn kept coming. Brutaka’s eyes lit on the crystal vat. Zamor spheres filled with the virus in 
that vat had increased his strength in the past. Exposure to enough of it would make him vastly more 
powerful than Axonn. He took a few steps toward it. 

The movement didn’t escape Axonn. He stopped, reared back, and hurled his mighty axe. Brutaka 
screamed in rage and frustration as he saw the weapon soar across the room and smash into the vat. 

Razor-sharp shards of crystal flew everywhere. There was an explosion of darkness and sound as 
the virus was unleashed. The greenish-black cloud hovered for a moment near the ceiling before it began 
to dissipate, scattering to every corner of the fortress and beyond. Axonn could have sworn he heard a 
second scream then, one deeper and more guttural than Brutaka’s. But he could see no source for such 
a sound. 

Axonn’s weapon was flying back toward him, but Brutaka knocked it to the ground with his sword. 
Then he advanced, slashing the air with his blade, determined to down his enemy. “Don’t you realize 
you’re fighting for a lost cause?” Brutaka snarled. 

“Maybe,” Axonn replied. “But don’t you realize those are the only ones worth fighting for?” 


Drawing on his last reserves of energy, Axonn unleashed a blast of pure power from his hands. It 
struck Brutaka like a tidal wave. For just a brief moment before he fell, the light of sanity seemed to return 
to Brutaka’s eyes. Then those eyes closed and he hit the ground. 

Axonn checked him to make sure he was still breathing. Then he picked up his axe and swung 
hard at the dimensional vortex. As Brutaka had predicted, his defeat had not caused the rift to disappear. 
The best Axonn could do was drive it away temporarily. 

He turned around, planning to drag Brutaka out of the chamber before the vortex went after its 
creator. To his surprise, Botar was already there. Although he had seen this particular Order of Mata Nui 
member before, his appearance — lean, strong body topped by a monstrous head with a tooth-filled maw 
— never failed to startle him. 

“Is this necessary?” Axonn asked. 

“What is the law?” Botar replied. 

“He made a mistake,” said Axonn. “A bad one. But he doesn’t deserve —” 

Botar grabbed Brutaka and slung the unconscious warrior over his shoulder. “He does. What is 
the law? The law is the will of Mata Nui. Break that law and only the Pit will welcome you. Will you let 
him go... or will you challenge the law and risk sharing his fate, axe-wielder?” 

Axonn’s hand tightened on his weapon. He knew the miserable existence Brutaka now faced and 
it sickened him. But he also knew that in all of recorded history, no one had ever prevented Botar from 
doing his duty. Brutaka would be condemned to the Pit, with or without Axonn’s consent. 

He followed Botar out of the chamber, stopping only for a glance at the dimensional vortex still 
swirling in the center of the room. Once outside the stronghold, Botar stopped. 

“To darkness he turned, in darkness he will remain,” Botar said. 

“Not forever,” Axonn replied. “Someday, | will find a way to free him.” 

Botar laughed. Coming from his fearsome jaws, it was a horrible sound. Then the Order of Mata 
Nui’s gatherer of the fallen turned and walked away. Brutaka was on his way to the Pit, the home of those 
so vile that the Order could do nothing but banish them from the light forever. 

Axonn could do nothing but follow; the dimensional vortex Brutaka created forgotten. He was 
not inside the chamber to see two figures emerge from within the vortex. One was Toa-sized, her form 
shifting constantly as she adjusted to her new surroundings. The other was a huge Rahi, so gigantic he 
filled practically the entire chamber. 

“Well, we’re here,” said the smaller of the two, “wherever ‘here’ might be. Somehow, | don’t 
think we’re in Metru Nui anymore, Tahtorak.” 
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As they burst into the Chamber of Life, the Toa Inika were prepared for an ambush. They were 
even ready to wrest the Mask of Life away from the Piraka, if they had to. The one thing no one expected 
was to find four of the Piraka scattered like broken tools, while a rampaging brute and a Piraka atop a 
monstrous spider looked on. It was an image only a Brotherhood of Makuta member could love. 

Vezon’s eyes brightened when he saw the Toa. “How wonderful, more company!” he exclaimed. 
“The Piraka were amusing guests, but they break so easily. Are you made of sterner stuff? Of course you 
are. You’re Toa, even with those very strange masks.” 

“Who are you? And how do you know who we are?” demanded Toa Jaller. 

“I am Vezon, of course. And | know the same way | know everything — the mask tells me,” 
answered the bizarre figure. “Oh, not directly. But when | put it on, my eyes began to act strangely. You 
see?” 

Twin shafts of red light shot from Vezon’s eyes. In their gleam could be seen the six Toa Inika 
fighting for their lives against Fenrakk. 

“Future sight,” said Vezon. “I can see things — most things — before they happen. Not quite as 
much fun as making things explode with a glance, but hey, | take what | can get.” 

The brutish creature born from the two fused Piraka lumbered toward the Toa, ready for combat. 
Vezon sighed and fired a bolt of energy from his spear. It struck the creature, splitting it back into Vezok 
and Reidak. The two Piraka, shocked by the sudden separation, collapsed. 

“They call it the Mask of Life,” Vezon said. “But it might as well be a Mask of Death. Ask anyone 
who has tried to get their hands on it. And in a few moments we'll have six more for the lava, won’t we, 
Fenrakk?” 

Vezon’s monstrous pet advanced on the Toa. Hewkii snapped off a stalactite and hurled it, blunt 
end first, at the wall. It ricocheted twice before heading right for the mask. Vezon spotted it out of the 
corner of his eye at the last second and shifted so that the projectile struck his shoulder. Amazingly, it did 
not seem to do anything more than annoy him. 

“Like to throw things, hmmm?” he said softly. He yanked on the chain and Fenrakk slammed its 
foreleg onto the ground, sending huge chunks of stone flying straight up in the air. Vezon caught one three 
feet in diameter and flung it at Hewkii. The Toa ducked as the rock slammed into the wall. A large fragment 
struck him in the chest and knocked the breath from his lungs. 

The other Toa snapped into action. Nuparu and Matoro hurled earth and ice at Vezon, but neither 
seemed to faze him. Jaller used his flame power to bring down part of the stone ceiling, only to see Vezon 
bat it away. Then Hahli and Kongu took up the attack, faring no better than their partners. If anything, 
Vezon and Fenrakk seemed to be getting stronger. 

“All done?” asked Vezon. “It’s my turn.” 

Fenrakk charged at impossible speed. Vezon caught Jaller with the flat of his spear and hurled the 
Toa of Fire across the chamber. Nuparu rocketed into the air in time to catch his team leader before 
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Jaller was smashed against the rock. Down below, Hewkii tried to come at Fenrakk from behind, only to 
be flattened by a blow from one of the spider’s legs. 

The battle became a nightmarish blur. Vezon and Fenrakk were everywhere at once, battering the 
Toa into the ground. The more the Toa fought back, the harder they were struck down. When it looked 
as if he had easily won, Vezon reined Fenrakk to a halt. 

“Poor Toa,” he said. “Relying so much on your strength and your weapons and your elemental 
powers, and not a one of them will do you any good here. Watch.” 

Vezon picked up a rock and struck Fenrakk with it as hard as he could. He did it again, and yet a 
third time. The Rahi never stirred, but the Toa could have sworn the beast actually looked more powerful. 

“The power of motion,” Vezon said, smiling. “Any blow is only as strong as the motion that 
delivers it, and | feed on the energy that fuels that motion. When you strike me, when | strike you, | get 
stronger. Oh, and | shared my power with Fenrakk here, of course — it’s only polite.” 

Jaller, his body aching, forced himself to stand. “We... didn’t come all this way... only to lose.” 

Vezon smiled. “Don’t be silly. Of course you did. Do you know how many have tried to get their 
hands on this mask over the millennia? And do you know what happened to them? l'Il give you a hint: the 
lucky ones only went mad.” 

“If the mask is so terribly dangerous, why did the Piraka want it so badly?” asked Hahli. 

“Because they’re fools!” snapped Vezon. Fenrakk hissed and spat acidic saliva on the stone floor. 

“Yet they thought they could get it,” said Matoro. “Or... someone thought they could.” 

Vezon beamed. “Smart, smart, smart. Isn’t he just as bright as a new Kanohi mask, Fenrakk? It will 
almost be a shame to shatter him into ice crystals, won’t it?” 

Nuparu staggered to his feet. In the midst of trying to make the room stop spinning, he had caught 
Matoro’s remark. “So somebody put them up to this? Who? Why?” 

“No way to guess the who,” said Jaller. “But the why? You risk death a hundred times trying to 
make it to the Mask of Life, and evidently you risk worse by actually getting it. The Piraka were expendable. 
If they died trying to carry out their mission, it would be no great loss, and whoever gave them the idea 
to do this could just try again.” 

“Not if we get the mask,” said Hewkii, now fully recovered. “So let’s swat the spider and take it!” 

“Haven't you learned you can’t defeat me?” said Vezon. “All you can do is amuse me.” 

“Then loud-laugh this off, you lunatic,” said Kongu. Summoning his power of air, he created a 
cyclone centered on Vezon and Fenrakk. Whirling at incredible speed, it sucked the air out of their lungs. 
The Toa of Air couldn’t maintain it for long, but by the time he stopped, the pair were obviously weakened. 

“Your turn, Hahli,” said Kongu. 

The Toa Inika of Water called on her power to draw the moisture out of the air around her foes, 
dehydrating them. At the same time, Matoro made the temperature immediately around Vezon plunge far 
below zero in a fraction of a second. 

“Give it up, Vezon,” said Jaller. “We don’t have to hit you to hurt you.” 

Vezon didn’t answer, simply shook his head. Fenrakk was pounding its right foreleg on the stone 
floor, slowly, over and over again. It would have seemed a harmless gesture, if the Toa didn’t know what 
they knew. 

The impact, Jaller realized. Fenrakk is using the energy behind its blows to the floor to restore its strength! 

The knowledge came too late. Fenrakk was already back to full power, charging ahead at the 
behest of its mad rider. Hahli and Matoro were struck head-on and flung against the walls. Fenrakk went 
for Kongu next, but Nuparu flew in and grabbed the Toa of Air before the spider’s blow could land. 

There was no more time to waste. Toa Jaller took aim with his energized flame sword. “Go 
ahead!” shouted Vezon. “Sizzle me, shock me — you’ll only make me stronger!” 

“Who said | was aiming at you?” Jaller replied, unleashing a blast of flame and lightning. It struck 
the floor beneath Fenrakk, turning the stone to molten rock. Startled, the massive spider retreated. 
Suddenly one of its back legs slipped on the ledge of the lava channel. The creature lost its balance. 
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What followed next was one of the strangest sights the Toa had ever seen. Unable to jump off 
the Rahi, Vezon seemed instead to be urging it into the lava. Rahi and rider toppled over, vanishing beneath 
the fiery crimson river without even a scream. 

“Mata Nui preserve us,” Nuparu said, shocked. “He... he did that to himself!” 

“And took the Mask of Life with him,” added Toa Jaller. “I have to go in there after it.” 

“Jaller, no!” said Hewkii. “You won’t last more than ten seconds in that cauldron!” 

“That’s ten seconds longer than any of the rest of you would,” the Toa leader answered. “With 
my natural resistance to heat and flame, maybe | can buy enough time to retrieve the mask and toss it to 
you. After that... take over as leader, Hewkii. Keep the team together and get the Mask of Life wherever 
it has to go.” 

Jaller turned away and walked to the edge of the lava river. He could feel the intense heat coming 
up at him in waves. As an experienced lava surfer, he was more than familiar with the sight, the smell, 
even the sound of molten rock as it flowed — and he also knew all too well what it could do to someone 
unlucky enough to be exposed to it. He had once seen an injured Kane-Ra bull stumble into a lava pit in 
Ta-Wahi. It was a sight he would never forget. 

If he waited any longer, the others might talk him out of doing what he knew he had to do. He 
braced himself and prepared to leap. Suddenly something broke the surface of the lava. Jaller couldn’t 
believe his eyes — it was the Mask of Life! It had floated to the surface, intact! It was close enough to touch! 
It was... still grafted to a very much alive Vezon. 

Jaller stumbled backward in surprise. Vezon was rising out of the lava, looking as if he had just 
taken a refreshing swim. But the creature he was riding was not Fenrakk. No, the spider Rahi was gone — 
the even more massive beast emerging from the lava looked like a huge serpent. It casually swiped at Jaller 
with one of its claws. The force of even this glancing blow sent the Toa flying into Hewkii and almost 
knocked him unconscious. 

“Why so startled?” Vezon asked, glancing at each Toa Inika in turn. “Did you think that | had left 
you for good?” 

The Rahi dragon opened its mouth and exhaled a powerful blast of energy, sufficient to flatten all 
six Toa. Then it took two great strides forward and looked around, evidently surprised that its small foes 
were still breathing. 

“Who is this, you wonder?” Vezon continued. “Where is Fenrakk? Well, my friends, this is 
Fenrakk... in a way. It is all part of the mask’s curse. Defeat us however many times you like, we will 
always come back more powerful than before. Should you drive my new friend here — who | have named 
Kardas, by the way — down to certain destruction, it will simply rise again, in some worse form. And | will 
be right there with it.” 

Kongu took advantage of Vezon’s boasting to aim and fire an energy bolt. The shaft stung Kardas, 
who evidently did not share Fenrakk’s ability to absorb the force of the blow. The Rahi responded with a 
blast of its own, which drove Kongu over the lava channel and into a stone wall. The rock shattered at 
the impact of his body and the Toa of Air found himself falling through into another chamber. 

“Good Kardas,” Vezon cooed, patting his mount on the back of the neck. “Nice devastating 
monster. Are you my favorite engine of destruction? Yes, you are.” He looked back at the shaken Toa. 
“Energy — Kardas produces it nonstop. So it’s either release it by blasting you, or else go boom himself. 
Which did you think we would choose?” 

Hahli fired her energy harpoon paired with a powerful blast of water laced with lightning. “And 
you’re known for your good choices, aren’t you? That’s how you wound up a master of monsters!” 

Both of her attacks struck home. Kardas responded with another blast, but Hahli dove beneath 
it. The energy blew apart a section of the wall behind her. 

“Now see what you’re making him do?” Vezon scolded. “I have to live here, you know!” 

Kardas charged. Matoro responded by freezing the stone beneath the monster’s feet. As it began 
to slide, Hewkii triggered his elemental power and made a powerful fist of rock erupt from beneath the 
ice. It slammed into Kardas, sending beast and Vezon stumbling backward. 
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“Nice to have something to hit again,” Hewkii said, smiling. 

Nuparu took flight, peppering the ground around Kardas with energy bolts from his laser drill. 
Kardas blasted back, striking Nuparu as he tried to dodge in midair. He plummeted like a rock, only to be 
caught by Hewkii. 

“We have to all strike at once,” said the Toa Inika of Stone. He gathered Hahli and Matoro, but 
Jaller and Kongu were still out of the fight. The four Toa hurled their elemental powers at Kardas 
simultaneously. The beast roared and let loose a blast of energy which struck theirs head-on. The two 
surges of power battled each other for supremacy in the middle of the chamber. At first, the Toa seemed 
to be winning. But their enemy’s reserves were inexhaustible. Little by little, Kardas’ explosive power 
overwhelmed them. 

“Get down!” Hewkii shouted, but it was too late. The energy hit them like a pile driver and they 
fell, battered and dazed. 

Vezon smiled. “That’s better. Now | wonder what the Spear of Fusion could do with the four of 
you? Or maybe | should use it on each of you alone, and see if | can split the Matoran you used to be from 
the arrogant fools you are now?” 

Toa Jaller revived in time to hear this and see the danger his friends were in. He glanced to the 
side and saw Kongu crawling back through the hole in the wall. “I have an idea,” he whispered. 

“Good,” Kongu replied. “Hope it starts with, ‘Mata Nui is just taking it easy for a while and he'll 
feel better. Let’s go home.” 

“| need you to use your mask in a way you haven’t before,” Jaller said. “I’m not sure, but I think 
there’s more to the Mask of Life than we know. Remember what Umbra said? It created the protodax to 
guard it. Kongu, it may be that mask is capable of some kind of thought!” 

“So it’s evidently one up on you,” Kongu said. “Masks don’t think.” 

“This one does,” Jaller insisted. “Maybe not like we do, but... use your Mask of Telepathy. Try to 
read the mask’s thoughts and then project them into Vezon’s mind. If you can distract him for a few 
moments, | think | know how to end this.” 

Any idea Toa Kongu had about arguing further was banished by the sight of Vezon aiming his spear 
at Hahli, Hewkii, Matoro, and Nuparu. Still doubting this idea had any chance of working, he focused the 
power of his mask on the Mask of Life fused to Vezon. At first, all he “heard” was silence. Then there was 
a jumble of colors and images and sounds all running together like a fast-moving stream. He almost broke 
off the contact then, as much out of shock as the difficulty of interpreting what he was encountering. 

Kongu took a deep breath and kept on. Now the images were beginning to take on clearer shape. 
He saw Vezon and Kardas... he saw Matoro... the Mask of Life knew the sacrifice Matoro had been willing 
to make. It knew that Matoro had long borne the burden of secret knowledge, things he had learned from 
the Turaga but had been forbidden to share with other Matoran. 

The mask knew one thing more as well, something even Kongu had not known. On the journey 
to Voya Nui, Matoro and the others had traveled through a pitch-dark tunnel. Along the way, Matoro had 
stumbled over what felt like a living being and had reached out a hand to help. A hand clasped his and 
Matoro had led what he thought was one of his friends out of the tunnel and into the light. When he made 
it out the other end, however, he saw that Jaller, Hewkii, and all the rest were already there. Turning 
around, he saw that no one was holding his hand, even though he still could feel that cold grip. Startled 
and frightened, he had never told anyone about this. 

Now Kongu could see what had truly happened. The power of the Mask of Life was so great that 
it had reached out to Matoro even over so vast a distance. Even wandering in darkness, Matoro had shown 
a willingness to help someone he perceived to be in need — never realizing that “someone” was just a 
manifestation of the mask’s power. 

Abruptly, the mask’s feelings became crystal clear. It despised Vezon, thought of the Piraka as less 
than nothing, barely worthy of the life that infused him. If it were possible, it would have withdrawn its 
curse and let Vezon take his chances in battle. What it truly wanted was a new guardian: Matoro. 


Kongu gasped at that revelation. Then he realized there would be time to be shocked later. He 
had a job to do. Fighting the strain, he grasped the mask’s thoughts and forced them into Vezon’s mind. 

The effect was immediate. Vezon and Kardas stopped dead. Rage and grief warred on Vezon’s 
face as he realized he had been condemned for eternity to serve a mask that held him in contempt. The 
object he fought so hard to protect wanted to abandon him like he was trash. It was more than Vezon’s 
already unstable mind could accept. 

“No!” he shouted, his voice ragged. “I did everything you asked! | beat the Piraka! | beat the Toa! 
No one is touching you, no one is taking you from this place, ever! And | won’t be gotten rid of after all 
this — | won’t!” 

Vezon’s crimson eyes fixed on Matoro. “So it wants you, does it?” he hissed, aiming his spear at 
the dazed Toa Inika of Ice. “‘Let’s see if it still does when I’m through with you. You can be the ultimate 
chamber guard, Toa, once you are fused forever with the lava that courses through this chamber.” 

Jaller saw the energies begin to crackle around the head of the spear. Moving faster than he ever 
had, he loaded the special zamor sphere Axonn had given him. Axonn had said the Toa would need it if 
they ever hoped to retrieve the Mask of Life. Jaller hoped he was right and that now was the time to use 
It. 

He fired his launcher. The zamor sphere struck Vezon. Instantly, a shimmering glow enveloped 
both the Piraka and Kardas, freezing them both in mid-motion. Jaller didn’t take time to analyze what had 
just happened. He motioned to Kongu and they ran to their friends, helping the four Toa to their feet and 
making sure they were all right. 

“Im okay,” said Hahli. “What did you do to them? Are they... dead?” 

“No,” said Jaller. Then seeing the madness and loss reflected on Vezon’s features, he added, 
“Something much worse — they’re still alive.” 

“We have to get the mask now, while we can,” said Hewkii, starting for Vezon. 

“Let Matoro do it,” Kongu said. 

The other Toa looked at him, puzzled. “Why?” said Hewkii. “What difference does it make who 
—?” 

“Just... just let Matoro do it, okay?” 

Hewkii shrugged. Matoro circled behind the frozen figures and reached into the field of energy. 
Grasping the Mask of Life with both hands, he was ready to pull with all his strength to wrench it free. To 
his surprise, it came off easily. Although it was a standard Kanohi mask made of metallic protodermis, it 
felt warm to the touch, almost as if it really was alive. 

“Tve got it! I’ve got it!” he shouted. 

“Excellent. And we have you.” 

The Toa Inika spun around. Zaktan and the other five Piraka were standing there, ready for battle. 
“You have defeated Vezon and his monster,” the Piraka leader said. “In gratitude, we will destroy you as 
quickly and efficiently as possible and take the mask. No need to thank us — that is just the type of beings 
we are.” 
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The Matoran resistance members led the Toa Nuva up to the main floor of the Piraka stronghold. 
The building was in sad shape, with entire walls blown out by the battles that had been fought there. Now 
all was quiet. The Matoran almost dreaded what they might see — what if the Inika had lost? To their 
surprise, there were no bodies to be seen. 

The virus chamber had changed significantly. The crystal vat had been shattered and there was no 
sign of the antidermis virus anywhere. Another wall had been smashed, evidently by a being or force more 
powerful than any yet unleashed in the room. Even the rubble had been pulverized. 

“What went through there?” wondered Kazi. 

“One problem at a time,” answered Balta. “The Kanohi masks are through here.” 

The Matoran watched in silence as the Toa Nuva reclaimed their masks. The act seemed to re- 
energize them. Tahu Nuva turned to Garan and shook the Onu-Matoran’s hand. 

“We thank you,” he said. “Now where are these Toa Inika you spoke of?” 

“| wish | knew,” Garan replied. “Toa Jaller said —” 

“Wait a moment,” Tahu interrupted. “Toa Jaller?” 

“That’s right, he and Toa Kongu and Toa Matoro —” 

Lewa Nuva chuckled. “Kongu a Toa-hero? Oh, this | must see.” 

“When you are finished being amused, Lewa, they may well need our help,” said Kopaka. 

Garan nodded. “Here’s hoping they aren’t already beyond help.” 


Zaktan smiled. “We have been awake for some time now, of course. We just felt it made more sense for 
you to exhaust yourselves in battle for the Mask of Life. Now that you have it, we will take it.” 

“You mean you'll try,” said Hewkii. “And fail.” 

Both sides braced for the fight, but it was not to happen. The effect of the zamor sphere on Vezon 
and Kardas had faded. Although it left both too weak to be a threat for the moment, Kardas was not going 
to be defeated so easily. As the beast collapsed, it unleashed one last blast of energy that struck Matoro. 
The shock made him lose his grip on the Mask of Life. 

The Piraka started forward, ready to scramble for the mask when it hit the ground — except it 
never did fall to the floor. Instead, it hovered in midair before flashing out of the chamber almost too fast 
for the eye to follow. It was headed back the way the Toa and Piraka had come. 

Zaktan and his team turned to go after it. The Toa Inika ran forward, too, determined to get it 
first. “Hewkii!” Jaller shouted, pointing at the Piraka. 

The Toa Inika of Stone nodded and loosed his elemental powers on the enemy. Stone vises 
erupted from the floor to grab all six Piraka and hold them fast. Zaktan avoided the trap by dissipating 
into a swarm of protodites, only to be flash-frozen in the next moment by Matoro. 

“That buys us maybe ten seconds,” said Hewkii. 

“Then that will have to be enough,” Jaller replied, racing up the staircase. 
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The six Toa Inika ran as if their very universe depended on it, for in truth it did. So fast were they 
moving that they did not notice the words of fire forming on the stairs beneath their feet... words that 
read: 


Beware the depths of darkness 
That wait with chill embrace, 
For those doomed to dwell within the pit 
Can never leave that place. 


No one will know your fate 
If taken by the shadowed sea, 
Only whispers of the waves will say 
Death has at last claimed thee. 


As Hewkii had predicted, it took the Piraka only seconds to shatter their bonds. They debated for a 
moment whether to free Zaktan or not, then decided they would need their full strength to stop the Toa 
Inika. 

“What about Vezon?” said Thok. “He’s still alive. Do we just leave him here?” 

“No,” snarled Vezok. “We don’t.” He marched toward the Spear of Fusion, saying, “Someone use 
this on me and Vezon. | want to be one being again.” 

“We don’t have time for that!” snapped Zaktan. “Come on!” 

“No!” yelled Vezok. “We do this now!” 

Zaktan nodded at Reidak. The ebon-armored Piraka reached Vezok in two quick strides and 
brushed him aside. Then he seized the Spear of Fusion and, before Vezok could react, broke it in two, and 
then broke both halves again. Satisfied, he threw the pieces at Vezok’s feet. 

“There. Done. Let’s go,” said Reidak. “Or do you want some of the same?” 


The Toa Inika had been lucky. Their passage back up the staircase had been unimpeded by guardians. 
Apparently, the mask’s protectors were in place to stop anyone from reaching the lower chamber, not 
those fleeing from it. 

Still, the mask managed to stay just ahead of them. Attempts to use elemental powers to slow it 
down or stop it all met with failure. Matoro offered to unleash his spirit and have it fly ahead to see where 
the mask was heading, but Jaller turned him down. He wasn’t going to leave Matoro’s body unprotected 
on this staircase with the Piraka right behind. 

The Mask of Life shot out of the stairway entrance and into a driving rainstorm. The Toa followed 
right after it, fighting to keep pace. The many rounds of battle, followed by this chase, had made their 
limbs feel like lead and their lungs burn with exhaustion. 

The mask never hesitated. It shot away to the north, heading for the bay. Nuparu launched himself 
into the sky and flew after it, at one time almost coming close enough to grab it. It seemed like every time 
the mask was lost from view of the other Toa Inika, it would slow down slightly, as if it wanted them to 
keep up. 

“It’s leading us somewhere,” Nuparu shouted down. “I don’t see any traps ahead, though.” 

“If you could easy-see them,” grumbled Kongu, “then they wouldn’t be very good traps.” 

The chase continued over rocky slopes until both mask and Toa reached the icy coastline. The 
mask flew past the edge of the land and hovered for just a moment before plunging into the water. Toa 
Hahli immediately went after it. As soon as she dove, Matoro’s body collapsed as his spirit went to follow 
her down. 

The Mask of Life was easy to follow even in the murky water, for it gave off a telltale glow. Not 
so easy was going down after it as the pressure increased beyond even the tolerance of a Toa of Water. 
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More than once, Hahli wished she had Toa Nuva Gali’s Mask of Water Breathing to sustain her. Her lungs 
were desperate for air and the mask was no closer to being in her grasp. 

Suddenly, she faltered. The water pressure increased abruptly, forcing air from her lungs. Water 
rushed in to fill the void and Hahli began to drown. Matoro watched in horror, unable to affect her 
physically while in spirit form. His only hope was to flash back to the surface and get the others. 

He was gone in an instant. He never saw the small shape swimming rapidly up from the depths 
toward Hahli. 

Back on the coastline, Matoro’s body suddenly bolted up from the ground. “Hahli’s drowning!” 

The other Toa made for the water, Jaller already figuring out a rescue plan. He never had to use 
it. Hahli’s body suddenly appeared on the surface. All five Inika wondered if they had been too late, and 
their companion was dead. 

Then she sputtered and coughed, the sweetest sound any of the Inika had ever heard. Jaller went 
to pull her back to shore. That was when he noticed someone was already holding her. 

A head broke the surface, wearing a Kanohi mask. It was a Matoran! Toa Jaller helped both him 
and Hahli to the beach. The Toa of Water was already recovering, but the Matoran collapsed as soon as 
he hit land. 

“Who are you?” said Jaller. “Where did you come from?” 

“No time,” gasped the Matoran. “Help us... city beneath the sea... help us or we're lost...” 

“What city?” asked Hewkii. “What are you talking about?” 

But the Matoran wasn’t saying any more. His heartlight stopped shining and his eyes faded to 
black. He was dead. 


The Piraka had seen the entire turn of events from up among the rocks. The Mask of Life was lost, 
temporarily, and the Toa Inika were exhausted and confused. It was a perfect time to strike. 

“We'll split up,” said Zaktan. “IIl take Reidak and Vezok this way. Hakann, Thok, and Avak, attack 
from the left. We'll trap them between us.” 

The two teams started in opposite directions, but had gone only a little way when Avak said, 
“Wait! Look!” 

On the edge of the jungle, the Piraka could see a most unwelcome assemblage of beings. The six 
Matoran who had made up the Voya Nui resistance were standing with Axonn and the freed Toa Nuva. 
A defeated Brutaka was being carried by some entity the Piraka did not know, and that same being was 
deep in conversation with Tahu Nuva. As they watched, the strange being and Brutaka vanished in a wisp 
of smoke. 

“Does anyone think we can beat twelve Toa and Axonn, without Brutaka’s help?” asked Thok. 
When no one answered, he added, “Didn’t think so.” 

“So that’s it? We give up?” said Reidak. 

Zaktan’s protodites buzzed angrily. “No. We’ve come too far for that.” 

“Not to mention that having the Mask of Life is the only thing that will keep us safe from the Dark 
Hunters when we leave this island,” said Hakann. “I doubt the Shadowed One was very pleased with our 
defection.” 

“We watch,” said Zaktan. “And we wait for the perfect time to strike. Let the Toa think we are 
defeated and have fled Voya Nui. That is the Toa’s greatest weakness — they are always so quick to believe 
they have won.” 


Matoro stood over the body of the dead villager. “Mata Nui watch over him.” 

“He sacrificed his life to save mine,” said Toa Hahli. “That may make him a greater hero than any 
of us.” 

“And he brought us more mysteries,” said Hewkii. “Who was this Matoran? What killed him? 
What city was he talking about? And why did the Mask of Life vanish beneath the waves?” 

Toa Kongu shook his head. “Why do | deep-think we’re all about to go for a swim?” 
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The six Toa Inika stood on the beach, gazing at the dark water and lost in their own thoughts. 
Some, like Jaller, pondered the fate of the Mask of Life. Others wondered if the Matoran was telling the 
truth and there really was a Matoran city beneath the sea. Regardless, the missing mask and deceased 
Matoran added up to the same thing in their minds. 

“Maybe fate random-picked the wrong Matoran to be Toa,” said Kongu. “We failed.” 

“No, Toa-hero, you succeeded,” a familiar voice said. “Now you just have to succeed again.” 

Kongu and the other Toa Inika whirled in surprise. Coming down the beach, led by Axonn and 
the six members of the Matoran resistance, were the Toa Nuva. All of them had their Kanohi Nuva masks 
and their equipment and looked none the worse for their experiences on the island. 

“Tahu!” Jaller shouted. “Gali! | can’t believe it!” 

“We were afraid you might be dead!” said Hahli. “It’s so wonderful to see you. Now everything 
will be all right.” 

“Toa are hard to kill, you know that,” said Pohatu Nuva, smiling. “Ask Makuta... if he ever gets 
out from under that door.” 

“Our Matoran friends found us,” said Tahu Nuva, “and freed us from the effects of the Piraka’s 
zamor spheres. One even offered to forge a new air katana for Lewa. By the way, where are the Piraka?” 

Jaller swiftly related the events leading up to the discovery and loss of the Mask of Life. Tahu 
listened intently, and reacted with surprise to the news that a Matoran civilization might lie hidden under 
the sea. 

“We were trying to come up with a way to follow the mask when you arrived,” said Jaller. “But 
now that you’re here, you can go with us.” 

“Or maybe you would rather we just went back to Metru Nui?” asked Nuparu. Secretly, he hoped 
the Toa Nuva would brush aside that question. Having tasted the adventure of being a Toa, he had no 
wish to go back to guard duty on Metru Nui. 

The six Toa Nuva glanced at each other. Kopaka nodded. Gali put a reassuring hand on Tahu’s 
shoulder. Then the Toa Nuva of Fire turned back to the Toa Inika. “I think, perhaps, it is we who should 
return to the city,” Tahu said. “Take your team, Jaller, and find the mask.” 

“What?” Jaller said, stunned. “But you are Toa Nuva — the most powerful of all Toa — and this is 
your destiny!” 

“It is our destiny to awaken Mata Nui from his centuries-long slumber,” Kopaka corrected. “You 
are fighting to save the life of the Great Spirit, which must be done before he can be returned to 
consciousness. And that, my friends, is your destiny — not ours.” 

“We came to Voya Nui to find the Mask of Life,” said Gali Nuva. “We failed. If it were not for 
you six, we and the Matoran of this island would still be enslaved to the Piraka... or worse. Don’t you 
see? Your very existence as Toa is a sign from the Great Beings that you were meant to find the mask 
and save Mata Nui.” 
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Jaller didn’t want to accept it, but he knew there was truth in Gali’s words. Where the Toa Nuva 
had met defeat, his team of Toa Inika had succeeded, at least temporarily. That had to mean something, 
unless the universe was just playing a cruel joke. 

“What about the Matoran here?” asked Hahli. “The Piraka are still on the loose. The villagers are 
still in danger.” 

Tahu Nuva hesitated before replying. He hadn’t thought of that. Back on Metru Nui, the Matoran 
had the Toa of Light and the Turaga to look after them while the Toa Nuva were away. Here there were 
no Turaga or Toa to serve as protectors. Should they take the Matoran back with them to Metru Nui? 

Before a decision could be reached, Axonn spoke up. “There is no need to be concerned,” he 
said. “I will remain on Voya Nui and see to the Matoran. We will rebuild their lives here, until destiny says 
it is time for them to leave.” 

Jaller didn’t know what to say. Axonn had been a mighty ally, and the Toa Nuva far more than 
that. How could he and his friends say goodbye? And with the mask out of reach under the ocean, was 
there even a point to a farewell? 

As if anticipating his worries, Axonn spoke again. “Fear not, my friend. There is a way to reach 
the undersea realm, but the way is treacherous... and your destination a place of death and despair. But 
if you are willing to make the journey, my axe can open the way for you.” 

This time, Jaller did not look to his partners for their consent. He already knew what their answer 
would be. “We'll do it,” he said. 

“Then meet me at the Matoran village in the center of the island,” said Axonn. “Your quest begins 
there.” 

The goodbyes between the Toa Inika and the Toa Nuva were short and simple. Hands were 
clasped, words of encouragement exchanged, and assurances were given that this was not the last time 
they would see each other. When the time came to part, Tahu Nuva said: “Go now, Toa Inika. As Matoran, 
you showed courage and heart as great as that of any Toa. As heroes, you have proven yourselves worthy 
of joining the ranks of the greatest in legend. We will be waiting to greet you when you have fulfilled your 
destiny.” 

Axonn stood beside Tahu Nuva as the Toa Inika walked away. When the six new heroes were 
lost from sight, the mighty guardian turned to Tahu and said: “They are gone. But | do not need to be 
wearing the Mask of Truth to know you lied to them.” 

Tahu kept staring ahead. “Where we have to go, they can’t follow. What we have to do, they 
cannot be part of. And you know it.” 

Axonn nodded. “Do you think the Toa Inika will succeed?” 

Tahu Nuva turned away. “I think they can count themselves very lucky if they survive.” 


A short time later, Axonn joined the Toa Inika in the center of the Matoran village. “This is the beginning,” 
the guardian said. “And Mata Nui will help see you through to the end.” 

He unlimbered his axe and swung it at the ground twice, thrice, four times. His blows tore through 
soil and rock until he had dug a great pit. The floor of the pit was strange white stone. Axonn raised his 
weapon once more and threw it into the hole, smashing the white stone to bits and revealing a passage 
beyond. 

“Your route lies through there,” Axonn said as his axe returned to his hand. “It will take you to 
the city beneath the sea and the Mask of Life... but take care, Toa. The ocean is home to many wonders, 
and many dangers... to figures of great courage, and some so evil that even the Order of Mata Nui could 
do nothing but banish them below.” 

One by one, the Toa Inika climbed down into the pit and vanished into the darkness. Axonn 
watched them go, not sure what he felt more — fear for the Toa, about to face horrors beyond imagining... 
or fear for the fate of the universe, if they should fail in their quest. 


231 


When six powerful figures appear on an island in peril, they are 
welcomed by the villagers as Toa come to save them. But these 
newcomers have far more dangerous plans for the island and the 
Matoran who live there, as their pursuit of an incredible treasure 
threatens to unleash an ancient evil. Only the Toa Nuva can stop 
them - or can they? 
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